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Songs of Praiſe to Almi der G04 upon 
ſeveral Occaſions. 
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Hen Hall Ising that Majeſty i 
Which Angels do admire? © 
Let Duſt in-Duſtand Silence ye. 
Sing, Sing, ye Heavenly Quire.  _ 1 
Thouſands of Thouſands ſtand around X 0 gh 
Thy Throne, O God, moſt High; 
Ten Thouſand times Ten Thouland . * 
Thy Praiſe ; but on amlT ; ES 
hy Brightneſs unto hh ppears _-. 3 
' Whilſt I thy Footſteps trace; 5 3 
\ Sound of 604 comes to my Ears; 7 AER 
But they Behold thy Face. IE 
hey Sing becauſe thou art theirSun ; © 7 +, 
Lord, ſend a Beam on me; # 3 
For where Heav Pnisbut oncebegua, n 
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92 Songs of Praiſe 


1 W at > ( 3 ) 
Enlighten with Faith's Light my Heart, 


Enflame it with Love's Fire, 


Then ſhall I ſing and bear apart 
With that Celeſtial Quire. 


I ſhall, I fear, be dark and cold, 
With all my Fire and Light: 


Yet when thou doſt accept their Gold, 


Lord Treaſure up my Mite. 
1 £4) 


N How great a Being, Lord, is thine, 
Which doth all Beings keep ! 


Thy Knowledge is the only Line 
Io ſound fo vaſt a Deep. 5 


I huůou art a Sea without a Shore, 


A Sun without a Sphere, | 
Thy Time is now and evermore, 
Thy Place is every where. 


8 (5) 
How good art thou whoſe Goodneſs is 
Our Parent, Nurſe and Guide ; 


_ Whoſe Streams do water Paradiſe, 


And all the Earth beſide! 


Thine Upper and Thy Nether Springs 
Make both thy Worlds tothrive: 
Under thy warm and ſheltering Wings 
4% __** Thou keep two Broods alive. 


70 Almighty Se, 


3 i, 
Thy Arm of Might, moſt mighty Ni . 5 
Both Rocks and Hearts doth break. 9 
My God, thou canſt do every thing 00 5 
But what would ſhew thee Wen. 


Thou canſt not groſs thy ſelf, or be- 
Leſs than thy ſelf, or poor; ty 

But whatſoever pleaſeth Thee 

That canſt thou do, and more. 


(7.3 | 
Who would not 955 thy Searching Eye, 
Witneſs to all that's true? 
Dark Hell and deep Hypocriſie 
Lye plain before its view. 
Motions and Thoughts before they gro- 
Thy Knowledge doth eſpy, - 
What unborn Ages are todo, 
Is done before thine Eye. 


( 8.) 4 
| Thy Wiſdom, which both makesand dend, 
We ever much admire: 
Creation all our Wit tranſcends; 

Redemption riſes higher. 
Thy Wiſdom guides ſtray'd Sinners . 
T will make the dead World ne — 
And bring thoſe Priſoners to their Doom: N 
225 Paths are Myſteries. — WHT 
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e of Praiſe 


„ 
Yehy Truth, andi ſhall prevall 
Anbelievers ſhame; 


Truth and Vears do never fail ; 
x hou ever att the ſame. 


 ÞAnbehiefisa Raging Wave, 


Daſhing againſt a Rock, 


If God doth not his IVa fa ve, 


Then ** Egyptians mock; 


(De. }: 


Moſt pure and Holy are tliine Ey es, 
M oſt Holy is thy Name; 


Thuy Saints, and Laws, and penalties, 


Thy Holineſs proclaim. 


This! s the Devil's Scourge and Sting, 
' This is the Angels Song, 


I Who Holy, Holy, Holy Sing, 


In e Canaan s * | 


( 11. ) 
Mercy, that ſhining oi Re 
The Sinner's Hope and Plea! 
Huge Hoſts of-Sins in their Purſuit 
Are drown'd in thy Red Sea: 


Mercy is God's Memorial, 


And in all Ages prais'd: 


\ My. God, thine only Son did fall, 


Th hat vo might be rais d. 
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( 12.) 
t Back- N O God of ace, 
bly here Adore; 
Shew me thy Glory and thy Face, 
That I may praiſe thee more. 


Thy 
I 


Since none can jec thy Face and live, 


For me to die is belt; 
Thro' Jordan 5 Streams who would not fir 
To Land at Canas Reii? 


Another. 


c 
C2 


e 
Hat ſhall I render tomy God 
For all his Gifts to me! 
Sing Heav'n and Earth, rejoice and praiſe 
His Glorious Majeſty. 
Bright Cherubims, ſweet Seraphims 3 
Praiſe Him with all your might : 


| Praiſe, praiſe Him, all ye Hotts of Heav'n, 


Praiſe him ye Saints in Light, 


| 2.) 
Ye bleſſed Patriarchs neatly the Lord, 


For his Firſt-fruits are ye; 


Bleſs d Prophets, who dreamt here of God, 


Praiſe Him, who now you ſee. 
Offer to God, yt Glorious Prieſts, 
Tour Sacrifice of Praiſe; 


Sweet Pſalmiſt, now your Hearts are fint, 


; Your Tunetul Voices raiſe. 


Ca: 
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TY Songs of ** * 


(3) 
ve Twelve Apoſtles of the Lamb, 
| Who here prorlaim'd your King, 
And file 0 1his World with Holy Sounds, 
- Low! Ba llelujahs ſing. ; 
| Triumphant Mart, 5 ye did fight, 5 
And fighting e did fall, 
| ARC f. "ing * JC took up a Crown: 
Crown Him who Crown'd you all. 


4.) 
| Praiſe praiſe Him; all ye ſaved Ones, 
From whom Salvation ca me; 
| Praiſe Him that fits upon the Throne, 
{l And praiſe the Glorious Lamb. 
Praiſe, praiſe Him, all ye Saints below, 
| Praiſe Him both Eaſt and Weſt: * 
|| Praiſe Him, all ye baptized Lands, | 
i Praiſe whom you have profeſs d. 
. 


O praiſe Him, all ye Se Heads, 
| That own the Chriſtian Name: 

l Praiſe Him, who is the King of Kings, 
Raiſe and enlarge his Fame. 
| Praiſe Him, all Chriſtian Magiſtrates, 

|.” Gain Credit to his Ways: 
Praiſe Him, ye Miniſters of God, 

4 Teach others Him to praiſe. 


; 
x |. 


| 


„ 1 
Praiſe Him our Famous Chriſtian Ine * Is 
5 Praiſe Him with one accord: 3 


'Y * 
"Se 


Let every Tongue, let every Tribe 


My Mind and Heart, my Lip and Life, 


Praiſe Father, Son and Holy Ghoſt, 


Ol thine Eternity Poſſeſt 


n a 


— — 


70 Almighty God. n 


Be taught to praiſe the Lord. 
Praiſe Him, my Friends and Kindred all, 
O praiſe him all your Days 3 


Join to Advance his Praiſe. 


(7.) 


Oler me praiſe thee whilſt I live, © 
And praiſe thee when J die, 

And praiſe thee when I riſè again, 
And to Eternity. | 


The Father ſent his Son; 


Tbe Son (ends forth the Holy Gholt, 


For Mens Salvation. 
1.8. J 
Myſterious Depths of Endleſs Love * 
Our Admirations rate, . 85 


My God, thy Name exalted 1 is 


Far above all our Praiſe, 


III. A Song of Praiſe &s a cation.” 


Hou waſt, O God: And thou waſt Ble 
Before the World begun; 


Before Time's Glaſs did ny 


1 Thou needeſt none thy Praiſe to { ing, 


As if wy Joy Could fade: 


| Cpu 


| | 


| 
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Lan E of Praiſe | 


p 
| Could'ſt thou have needed any thing, 


I hou could'ſt have nothing made. 


( 2.) 

; | Great and Good God, it pleaſed Thee 

; Thy Godhead to declare; 

And what thy Goodneſs did decree, 

., Thy Greatneſs did Prepare : 

Thou ſpaleſt, and Heav'n and Earth appear'd 


And anſwer'd to thy Call; 


45 iftheir Maker's Voice they heard, 
Which! is the Creatures ALL. 


i 
(3) 
| Thou ſpakiſtthe Word, moſt mighty Lord, 


4 Thy Word went forth with ſpeed ; 

Thy Will, O Lord, it was th Word, 

| Thy Word it was thy Deed. | 
Thou brought'ſt forth Adam from the Ground, 
And Eve out of his Side; 

Thy Rleſſing made the Earth abound, 

14 With theſe Two multiply'd. 


(4) 

Those three great Leaves, ea n, Sea and Land, 
i Thy Name in Figures ſhow ; 
[ewe feel the Bounty of thy Hand, 

But I my Maker know. 
hould not here thy Servant be, 
+. Whoſe Creatures ſerve me here ? 
Ay Lord, whom ſhould I fear but Thee, 


1 Who am n thy Creatures Fear ? | 
| | 1 5: bY | 
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to Almighty God. 8 
4. 
To whom, Lord, Wende I Sing, but Thee 
The Maker of my Tongue ! | 
Lo! Other Lords would feize on me, 
But I to Thee belong. 
As Waters haſte unto their Sea, 
And Eartlf unto its Earth; 
Soict my Soul return to Thee, 
From whom it hadi 2 Birth, 
(6.) 
But Ah !I'm Glen in the Night, E 
And cannot coma to thee ; 
Yet ſpeak the Word, Let there be Light, 
It ſhall Enlighten me: \ 
And let thy Word, moſt Mighty LON 
| Thy Fallen Creature raiſe : z | 
O make meo'er again, and 
Shall Sing my Maker's Praiſe. 


IV. A Song of Praiſe for Preſeroation 


(1) 
Hou Lord, who raiſed'ſt Heaven andEgr 
Doſt make th Building ſtand ; - | 
| The Weight whereof doth wholly reſt 
On thine Almighty Hand, 
_ Should'it thou withdraw thy Hand of Migh 
The Earth would quit its Place ; 
* The ſhiningHeaven would vaniſh freight * 


Into meer has, > Space. 
X 4 
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o Songs of Praiſe SS 
1 "TE 

For as that Liquor's Scent remains 

| 

Which firſt the Cask did fil; 

. So Feeble Creatures hold the Scent 

Of their Firft Nothing ſtill ; + 

5 | Lord, what is Man, that Child of Pride, 
j That boaſts his High Degree ? 

[. If one poor moment he be left, 

e links, and where is he ? 

Io Thee I. live, Wo, and am; 

i Thou deal ſt me out my Pays; 

As thou renew'ſt my Being, Lord, 
Let me renew thy Praiſe. 

From thee I am, through thee I am, 

And for thee I muſt be ; 

Tis better for me not to live 

Than not to live to thee. 


| (4) 

l My God, thou art my Glorious Sun, 

j By whole bright Beams I ſhine ; 

0 - Lord, ever art with me, 
Let me be ever thine. 

r art my Living Fountain, Lord, 
Whoſe Streams on me do flow; 

ö NV ſelf I render unto thee, ' 

To whom wy ſelf I owe. 


þ (5) 
{ s thou Lord, an Immortal Soul 
| Halt breathed] into me ; 5 


* 
* 


| j 


— ä — 


to Almighty ( God. 


80 let my Soul be breathing forth 
ä thanks to thee. 


V. 4 Song of Praiſe for Provifun, 3 


(1. L 


Ome, let us praiſe our Maſter's Hand 
$ Which gives us Daily Bread; 
Thy Houſe, my Lord, is tull of Guelts, 
Thy Table richly ſpread: | 
Earth is thy Table, where thy Guelks 
Do daily ſit and feed; 2 
Thy Ha ud Carves every one his Part, 
And ſuffers none to Need. 


| ( 2 
Naked came I into the World, CY 
And nothing with me brought; \ 
And nothing have I here deſerv'd, 
Yet have I lacked Nought. of 
do not bleſs my Labouring Hand, 
My Labouring Head or Chance; 
Thy Providence, moſt Gracious God, 
Is mine Inheritance. 


dp 


(3. 
Thy Bounty gives me Bread with Pace 
A Table trec from Strife; 
Thy Bleſſing is the Staff of Bread, 
* Which! is the Staff of Life. 
* he People ſate in De 


* Saviour fed * all; 


1 12 Sbngs of Praiſe 
|, So all the Families of the Earth 
[ Have Tables in God's Hall. 

i 


The Vine and Olive Branches too 
Are Nouriſh'd by thy Care; 
| Mercies we eat, Mercies we drink, 


When it forgets to praiſe. 
VI. 4 Song of Praiſe for Protection. 


. 9. 


| M. God, my only Help and Hope, 


My ſtrong and ſure Defence: 
For all my Safety and my Peace 

e I bleſs thy Providence. 

Ih FF he daily Favours of my God 


I cannot Sing at large; 
Let let me make this Holy Boaſt, 
I am th' Almighty's Charge. 
0 . 
Lord, in the Day, thou art about 
The Paths wherein I tread; | 
And in the Night, when I lye down, 
Thou art about my Bed. oj 
0 Itravel through the Wilderneſs, 
Free from the Beaſts of Prey; 
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#0 Almighty God, 13 


The Wolves and Lions Mouths are a d, 1 1 
The Serpents creep a way. | 


(3) 

In Preſervation God Creates, 
Delivers in Protection; 

Lord, every Moment of my Life 
Is like a Reſurrection. 

A thouſands Deaths I daily ſcape, 

I paſs by many a Pit, 

I Sail by many dreadful Rocks, 
Where others have been ſplit. 


(4. 
I ſee blind People with mine Eyes, 
To Hoſpitals I walk, 
hear of them that cannot hear, 
And of the Dumb I talk. 
Lord, what am I that thou ſhould'ſt bew 
Such Favour unto me? | 
My Bones and Senſes all muſt ſay, 
Lord, whois like to thee ? 


VII. 4 Song of Praiſe for Beale: 


E | 
PFalh is a Jewel dropt from Heav'n, 
Which Mony cannot buy, 
The Life of Life, the Bodies Peace, 
And pleaſant Harmony. | 
Lord; who hath Tun'd my outward Man.: * 
To ſuch a lively pet . 
„35 Skrew 4 


l 
"bla up my Heart-ſtrings all, to make 


— — 


ongs of Praiſe 


Sweet Melody to thy Name. 

LE... 
Whilſt others in God's Priſons lye, 

Bound with Afflictions Chains 


I walk at large, ſecure and free 
From Sickneſs and from Pains. 


Their Life is Death, their Language groans, 


Their Meat is Juice of Galls; 
Their Friends, b 
Their Houſ- 


Friſon-walls. | 
63. 


Their earneſt Cries do pierce the Skies, 


And ſhall I ſilent be? 


Lord, were I ſick, as I am well, 


Thou ſhould'ſt have heard from me. 


| The Sick have not. more cauſe to pray, 


Than Ito praiſe my King : 


Since Nature teaches them to groan, 


Let Grace teach me to ſing. 


(4) 
I ſee my Friends, I caſte my Meat, 


I'm tree for mine Employ : 

But when I do enjoy my God, 
Then I-my ſelf enjoy. 

Lcd, who doſt ſet me on my kern | 
Direct me in thy ways: - 


— 


And turn it to by Praiſe, 


25 . wealth but want; 


b 


to Almighty God. 15 1 


VIII. 4 ſore of Praiſe for Family - Pro- 
peri, 


( 1.) 
Hy Blefng Lord, doch multiply 
One Jacob to Two Bands, 

One Perſon to a Family, | 
15, Which through thy Bleſſing ſtands. 

On all my Flocks both great wu ſmall 
ant; ; Thy Sun doth ſweetly 

Thy fruitful Drops do gently Gall 

Oa every Branch of mine. 


(2) 
Thy Bleſſing made the Loaves to grow, 
d Multitudes were fed: 
Aouſe is fill'd and feaſted too; 
It is an Houſe of Bread. 
How can I hear my Children Sing, 
And not Sing unto thee ? -o 
Since they glad News from Heav'n do bring, br 
My God mult hear from me. | 


Mine Olive Branchesand my Vine 
Thrive by my Table's Side, 

Whilſt others wither and decline, 
Who in Death's Shade abide. 
ith Cov'nant Blood my Poſts are Red, 
# Tis on my Lintle found 3 
5 Jand Lo! The Line of Scarlex TRE? 

vn Is on my Window bouncg 

vil B 2 OG. 
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s . Songs of Praiſe 
Z 035 
Is not, my God, my ſelf alone, 
hut mine, to Thee owe; 


4 * 1 me many out of one, 
So let thy Praiſes grow. 
Whatever, Lord, is done tothine, 
"10g Thou countẽſt it done to thee : 
| i And whatſoever's done to mine. 
| I count it done to me. 
1 | | ( 5 ) - 
Let me be ever good to thine, 
WWWbo art ſo good to me! 
9 Let thine be mine, and mine be thine, 


* 


I And they twice mine ſhall be; 
Then ſhall my Houſe a Temple be, 
| Then I and mineſhall Sing 
bi Hoſanna's to thy Majeſty, 
| | And praiſe our Heavenly King, 
IX. 4 Song of Praiſe for good Succeſs in 


| | \ (n.) 
IS rot the Hand of God in this? 
WR | Is not this End divine? 

%% Lord of Succeſs, Thee will T bleſs, 
Who on my Path's do'ſt ſhine. 

1 IReapthe Fruit of God Divine, | 
Huy him it was foreſeen ; > (0G 


in 


/ 


zo Almighty God 


le thought of this as well as J, 


Or it had never been. 
( 2. ) 
I Blindly gueſs'd but he foreknew, 1. 
I wiſb'd, he did command; 
Wherefore I praiſe his careful Eye, 
And his unerring Hand. 
The Bow is drawn by feeble Arms, 
Aim taken in the Dark, 
A Providential Hand doth Guide 
The Arrow to the Mark, 


„ 
Except the Lord the City keep, 


The Watchmen will be ſlain; 3 


Except the Lord do build the Houle, 


The Builder builds in vain. Bo 
Buildings are Babels, Cities Heaps, | 
When thou ſend'ſt Curſe or Flame; 
And labouring tleads that promiſe Fruit, 
Oft bring forth Wind and Shame. 


{4 
But thou haſt Croma my Actions, 2 
Wich good Succeſs to Day; 


I This Crown, together with my (ell, 


* 
# : 0 = 
H , 


At thy Bleſt Feer lay N 
Lord, whoart pleas' d to proſper me, 
To bleſs me in my Ways; 
Proſper my weak cndeavouring Heart, 
Which aimeth at thy Praiſe. 2 
B 3 X. 4 


3 


18 b bg ef Praiſe 


E ( 2. ) 5 

= Whilt did ſleep, all © FEM ſlept, | f 
A 
A 


| X. A Song of Praiſe for the Morning. 4 


1 
God was oh me all this Night, 
And gave me ſweet Repoſe; 
My God did watch even whilſt I ſlepr, 
Or I had never roſe: 
How many groan d and wiſh'd forSleep 
Until theywiſh'd for Day, 


Mieas ring (low Hours with their quick Pains, | * 


"Whilſt I ſecurely lay 


No Thieves did me affright; 


- Thoſe Evening Wolves, thoſe Beaſts of Prey, 


Diſturbers of the Night. 
No raging Flames nor Storms did rend 
The Houſe that I was in; 


5 1 heard no dreadful Cries without, i S] 


No doleful Groans * 


| What Terrors have I 120 d this Night, V 


Which have on others fell; 
My Body might have ſlept it's laſt, 
y Soul have wak'd in Hell. 
Sweet Reſt hath gain'd that Strength to me 1 
Which Labour did devour: a 
My Body was in Weaknels ſown;” 3 ; 
. Bur it is rais 9 in Fower. | N 


— 


3 


Sy 


1 


XI. 4 Song of Praiſe for the Evening, _ | 


to Almighty God. 
Lao. 
Lord, for the Mercies of the Night 
My humble Thanks I pay, 
And unto thee I dedicate 
The Firſt- fruits of the Day, | 
Let this Day praiſe Thee, O my God, 
And ſo let all my Days: 92 
And O let mine Eternal Day 
Be thine Eternal Praiſe. 


1 


(3.3 N 
NJ” from the Altar of my Heart 
Let incenſe Flames ariſe ; 
Aſſiſt me, Lord, to offer up MN 
Mine Evening Sacrifice. 18 
Awake, my Love; Awake, my Joy; 
Awake my Heart and Tongue; 
Sleep not; when Mercies loudly call, 
Break forth into a Song. 8 
| " bs Þ- 
Man's Life's a Book of Hiſtory, . _ . 
The Leaves thereof are Days. 
The Letters Mercics cloſely join d, SY 
The Tale is thy Praiſe. 
This Day God was my Sun and Sheyd, _ 
My keeper and my Guide ; 7 
is Care was on my Frailty ſhewn, 1 
** Mercies multiply d. _— 
a 34 ($3% 


£26 Pr ier Praiſe. S 


F "Ws, 
Minutes and Mercies multiply'd, ' W 


f* 


Have made up all this Day; 
Minutes came quick, but Mercies wcre 
More fleet and free than they. 
New Time, new Favour, and new Joys, 
Dona new Song require; 
Till J ſhall praiſe Thee as I would, 


Accept my Heart's deſire. 


4.) 
Lord of my Time, wha Hand hath ſet 
New Time upon my Score; 
| Eben {ball I praiſe for all my Time, 
When Time ſhall be no more. 


XII. ASong of Praiſe for the Birth of Chriſt. 


. (1. 

Way dark thoughts: awake my Joy ; 

Awake, my Glory, Sing; 

- Yiog Songs to Celebrate the Birth 

* Of Jacob's God and King. 
O happy Night that brought forth Lighr, 
Which makes the Blind to ſee ! | 

The day-Spring from on High came down 
To Chear and Viſit Thee, 


(2.) 
| The wakeful Shepherds near their Flocks 
Were watehful for the Mori; 
2 bettep News from Heav'n was broughy 


to Saviour Chriſt is Born. e 


3 ————ů —-T—᷑' «a 
* „ 


| 4 


"Pl 


/WD 


f 


Until it pointed forth the Babe, 


ES I'S 2 
1 VE found the Pearl of greateſt price, 


10 Almighty Cod. 21 7 
In Bethlem-Town the Infant lyes, ; 
Within a place obſcure; 
0 Little Bethlem, poor in Walls, 
But rich in F urniture! 


(3-). 


Since Heaven js now come down to Earth, 
Hither the Angels fly ! 


Hark how the Heav'nly Quire doth Sing, 
Glory to God on High. 

The News| is ſpread, the Church is glad, 
Simeon o'er-come with Joy, 

Sings with the Infant in his Arms. 
Now let thy Servant die. 


(4325 
Wiſe Men from far beheld the Star, 
Which was their faithful Guide, 


44 


And him they glorified. 


Do Heaven and Earth Rejoice. aud Sig, 1 
Shall we our Chriſt deny 2 7 


He's Born for us, and we tor Him; N 
Glory to God on High. „ 


XIII. A Song of Top for Griſt, | 


My Heart doth Sing for Joy = 
; And Sing I muſt, a Chit I Have, 3 
O what a Chriſt have I? 


4 


" 
" iT] 
0 , «3 

. . Y . | 

- P * 1 
ö -Chrij 
4 — o ” I 
* 
. % 
4 * 


7. 


22 Songs of Praiſe 

i Chriſt i is the Way, the Truth and Life, 

The Way to God and Glory; * 1 
Life to the Dead, the Truth of Types, 

| * The Truth of Ancient Story. 


( 2.) 

Chriſt 15 a Prophet, riet and King; 

A Prophet full of Light. N 7 
| A Prieſt that ſtands twixt God and Man, 
A King that Rules with Might. 
Chriſt's Manhood is a Temple, where, 
( I be Altar, God doth Reſt ; | 
| My Chriſt he is the Sacrifice; 
My Chriſt he is the Prieſt. 


My Chriſt he is the Lord of Lords, 
le isthe King of Kings; 
Heis the Son of Righteouſneſs, 
| With Healing in his Wings. 
My Chriſt he is the Tree of Life 
Which in God's Garden grows, 
| Whoſe Fruits do feed, whole Leaves do heal ; 
5 My Chrilt is Sharon's Roſe. 
( 4. ) 
Chriſt is my Meat, Chriſt is my Drink, 
My Phyſick, and my Health, 
My brace, my Strength, my joy, my Crown, 
My Glory ry, and my Wealth. 
Cri is my Father and my Friend, 
My Brot or and my Love, 
Head, my Hope, my Counſellor, | 
LT Advocate above. 65.0 


. 


— —_—___ 


1 


to Almighty God. 
E 25 
My Chriſt he is the Heaven of Heaven; 
My Chriſt what ſhall 1 gall ? 


2 My Chriſt is Firſt, my Chillt is Laſt, "I 


My Chriſt is All in All 
XIV. A Song of Praiſe for Redemption. 


(1.) - 
ThatT had an Angel s Tongue, 
That I might loudly Sing, 
'The Wonders of Redeeming Love 
To Thee my God and King! 
But Man, who atthe Gates of Hell 
Did Pale and Speechleſs lye, 
Muſt find a Tongue and Time to ſpeak, 
Or elſe the Stones will cry. 


(2) 
Let the Redeemed of oh Lord 
Their thankful Voices raiſe - 
Can we be Dumb whillt Angels Sing 
Our great Redeemer's Praiſe ? 
Come lerus join with Angels then, 
Glory to God on High; 
Peace upon Earth, Good - Mul to Men, 
Amen, Amen, fay I. 


( 3- J 


Poor Adam's Race was Satan's Prey, 


| And/Duſt the Serpent's Food : 5 
We that wag doom'd to be derour d, - 
Naked a 50000; — BY 


oc. 1 | 2 2 4, 


—— 
* — 2 * * 


. And left him Nail'd upon the Crols, 


f Praiſe 2 
"A Wiſe Eternal * then 
Did helpleſs Men befriend; 


Our Help did in God's Boſom lye, 
And thence jt did aſcend. 


| ( 4+ ) 
Love cloathed with Humility, 
Built here an Houſe of Clay, E 


Ina which it dwelt and reſcu'd Man; 


The Devil loſt his prey. 


j The ſpiteful Serpent bruis'd Chriſt's Heel, 


But then Chriſt break his Head, 


8 


On which his Blood Was ſhed. 
65.7 


1 | Sing and Triumph in boundleſs Grace, 


Which thus hath ſet thee free ; 


A Extol with ſhouts, my ſaved Soul, 
Thy Saviours Love to thee. 


j Give endleſs Thanks to God, and ſay, 
What Love was this in thee, 
That thou haſt not withheld hy Son, 


Tine only Son from Me 


1 

| What were Ten Thouſand Worlds to him, 
-Thine Image and Delight? 

Hag We been all caſt down to Hell 
Juſtice had had its Right 

Thy Glory might have been diſtrain'd, 

| Our Tor ments ſhould expreſs | 

1 Thy 


to Almighty God. 25 
Thy Pureneſs, Juſtice, Might and Truth, 
And Everlaſtingneſs. | 


Thus, Lord, thy dreadfal Attributes 
| Man might have ſerv'd to prove; 

Thy glorious Angels would have Sung 
The Riches of thy Love. 4 

Would'it thou have active Worſhippers, 
Beſides the Angels Quire ? 

Millions had Iſſu d at thy Word, 
As Sparks ariſe from Fire. ET 


1 
Man's Room had quickly been {upply'd, 
For, Lord, at thy Command 
A New Creation ſhould appear; 4 
hy Grace could make them ſtand. 0 4 
Or would'ſt thou ſhew thy Pity, Lord? 
Thou might'ſt have looked then + 
On Fallen Angels, Fallen Stars, 
And not on Fallen Men. ' > 008 


x ( 9. 

But Fallen Angels muſt 5 left, 
And Fallen Men Muſt riſe; 

For this the Son of God muſt fall 
A Bloody Sacrifice. v 22104 
Thy Deep and Glorious Councels, Lord, 
With :Trembling I Adore ;'— "oe ' © 
Bleſſed, thrice bleſſed be my God, 
Bleſſed for evermoxe. 


} 


26  Songsof Praiſe 


nat... 
Td Leſt bemy God that I was Born 
Io hear the Joyful Sound; 
That I was Born to be Baptiz'd, 
And Bred on Holy Ground. 
That I was Bred where God appears, 
0 In Tokens of his Grace; 
The Lines are fallen unto me 
In a moſt pleaſant Place. 
FM . (2. ) 
I ͤů might have been a Pagan Bred, 
. Or elſe a Veiled Jem, | 
| Orcheated with an Alcoran 
Among the 1urkiſh Crew. 
Dumb Pictures might have been my Books 
Dark Language my Devotion; ; 
And fo Imight with blinded Eyes 
Have drunk a deadly Potion, 
1 (3.7 
So in a Dungeon dark as Night 
l¶˖ might have ſpent my Days 
But thou haſt ſent me Goſpel-Light, 
Io thine Eternal Praiſe, 
The Sun which roſe up in the Eaſt, 
And drove their Shades away, 
His Healing Wings have reactrd the Weſt, 
| Andturn'd our N ight to Day. * 
| | (4) 


5 


to Almighty God. 


| (4) 
England at firſt an Egypt was, 
Since that proud Babel's Slave; 
At laſt a Canaan it became, 
And then my Birth it gave. 
Bleſt he my God that I have ſlept 
The diſmal Night away, 
Being kept in Providences Womb, 
To Englands brighteſt Day. 


(5) 
Bleſt be my God for what I ſee, 
My God for what I hear; 
I hear ſuch bleſſed News from Heaven, 
Nor Earth nor Hell I fear. 
I hear my Lord for me was Borg, 
My Lord for me did Die, 
My Lord for me did Riſe again, 
And did aſcend on High. 


( 6. 


On High he ſtands to * my Cauſe, | 


And will return again, 
And ſet me on a Glorious Throne, 
That I with him may Reign, 
Glory to God the Father be, 
Glory to God the Son, 
Glory to God the Holy Ghoſt, ; 
Glory to God Alone. 


27 


Theſe are my God's Arabadadors 


3 The Trumpet ſound, the Dead ariſe, 


| (3. 
Thy Servants ſpeak, but thou, Lord, doſt 
They ſmite the Rock, but thou, my God, 


Ten 


W a + 
. CP ES — — — 
& 


28 . Songsof Praiſe 


XVI. 4 Song of Praiſe for a 1 
 wiſhy. a 


8 Ee are the 2 Which bring the News, 


Of Gladneſs unto Me; 7 x 


What Happy Meſſengers are theſe 


Which my bleſs'd Eyes do ſee! B 
Theſe are the Stars which God appoints 
For Guides unto my Way, 1 
Io lead me unto Berhlem-Town, 2 
Where my dear Fans Lay. | 
T 


By whom his Mind I know, Th 


|} God' 8 Angels! in his lower Heav'n, 


God's Trumpeters below. 


Which fell by r 8 Hand; 
Again the Trumpet ſounds, and they 
Set forth for Canaan's Land. 


An hearing Ear beſtow; 


Doſt make the Waters flow; | 
They ſhoot the Arrow, but thy Hagd 
Doth drive the Arrow home; 
call, but, Lord, thou doſt compel, - 
2" then thy Gueſts are come, 1 
(4 


2 


(4 $3 
Angels that fly, and Worms that creep, 


Are both alike to Thee ; 


| It thou mak*ſt Worms thine Angels, Lord, 


They bring my God to me. 
As Sons of Thunder firft they come, 
And I the Lightning fear; 1.0 
But then they bring me to my Home, 
And Sons of Comfort are. | 


(5) 
Lord, thou art in tad ofa Truth, 
That! might never ſtray a bon: 
The Clouds and Pillars march before, 
And ſhew me Canaar's Way: t 
I bleſs my God, who is my Guide 
I ſing in Sion's Ways: 
Vhen {hall T.ſing on Sion's Hill ' 4 
Thine Everlaſting Praiſe ? 


XVII. 4 Song of Praiſe for =, Baps 
tiſin. 
(1. 
Ord, what is Man, that Lump of Sin, 
| Made up of Earth and Hell? 
Not fit to come within the Camp 
Where Holy Angels dwell. 
Man is a Leper from the Womb, 
An Ethiopian Born, | 
\ Traytor's Guilty Son and Heir, 
Worthy of Pain _ Scorn. 


99 


— — — — 
— * 
| - .Q - 
C 
. - 
* * 
” 


i As Adam ſlept, and from his Side 
9 From my pierc d Lord { that ſmitten Rockſ © 


"Songs of "Praiſe Op 
And doſt thou look on ſuch a one? 
Are not thine Eyes moſt pure? 


*  » But they are Eyes of Pity too, y , 


Where Griefs do beg a Cure. 


; This Leper is a loathſom Sight, 


But Pity caſts an Eye, 
And bids him waſhin Jordan 8 Streams, 
FoCure his Leprofie. 
) 


( 
The Ethiopian's Skin i is chang'd, 
And made as white as Snow, 
When dipt in Wonder. working Streams. 
Which from Chriſt's Side did flow. 


7 ©”. = 


A killing, Eve aroſe; 


A — Life- fountain flows. 


: 4 ) 
; Ah what a tainted With is Man! 


And ſo he muſt have ſtood, 


Zut lo! An Actof Sovereign Grace 2 


Reſtores him to his Blood. 
Save me, my God, for I am thine, 
Lord, own thy Seal to me; i H 


O waſh my Soul till it be cleans, 


And purify'd for thee. 


5 
Bleſt "0 Streams is Jordan's Flood, 
_—_ toucheth Canaan 's Shore; . 


to Almighty God, 11 
I'll ſing ws Praiſe in Jordans Streams, 8 


In Canaan evermore. #4). 
XVIII. 4 Song of Praiſe for the Lords + 
Supper, 


(1), 
praiſethe Lord! Praiſe him, my ti, 
Sing Praiſes to his Name; 
O all ye Saints of Heaven and 
Extol and Laud the ſame ; 
1 Who ſpared not his only Son, 
But gave him for us all, 5; 
And made him drink the Cup of Wrath; 
The Wormwood and the Gall. 


Frail Nature 1 Na requeſt 8 
dk That bitter Cup might paſs; + W 
But he muſt drink it off, and this N 
The Father's Pleafure was 240M 
Lo then I come to do thy Will, 
His bleſſed Son reply'd, 
| [Fielding himſelf to God and Man, 
He ſtretch'd his KN dy'd. 


He Dy'd indeed, but L115 again, 

And did aſcend on High, 

at we poor Sinners, Loſt and Dead, 
Souls in Hell © 


| Might Linea — * 


| Daih Yeogace vena. Tear? 


Wers 


- TT — —— — — — 


1 320 | Songs of Praiſe | 

Were it fora Dying Chriſt | 

Our dwelling Wt been there. 

1 ) 

. His Blood was ſhed inſtead of ours, 

His Soul our Hell did bear ; 
He took our Sin, gave us Himſelf, 

What an exchange is here ! 

Whatever i is not Hell it ſelf, | 
For us it is too good: | 

But muſt we Fat the fleſh of Chriſt ? 

And mult we Drink his Blood? 5 


3 | (.'% 3 

His Fleſh is Heav'nly Hood indeed, 

| His Blood is Drink Divine, 1 

is His Graces drop, like Honey falls, 

3 His Comforts taſte like Wine. 
Sweet Chriſt, thou haſt refreſh'd our Souls 

1 With thine abundant Grace; I 
er which we magnifie thy Name, 

Longing to ſee thy Face. | 

4 6 6.5 

| When ſhall our Souls mount up to Thee, 
Moſt tioly, Juſt, and True, 

To cat that Bread, and drink that Wine, 
Which is for ever New ? 


XIX. A Song of Praiſ e for the Lordi dc. 


44 4 


| 
þ (1 9 | 
i Y Lord, my "et was Cruciſied, 1 
He: all a Pains did Bear; - 
But 


# 


to Almi bey God 


But in the Sweetneſs of his Reſt 
He makes his Servants Share 

How ſweetly Reſt thy Saints above, 
Which in thy Boſom lye ? 

Thy Church below doth Reſt in _— 
of that Felicity. 1098 E 


0 0 
Thou, Lord, who daily feed thy ſheep, 
Mal ſt them a weekly Feaſt; 
Thy Flocks meet in their ſeveral oy 
Upon this Day of Reſt. | 
Welcome and dear untomy Soul, 
Are theſe ſweet Feaſts o = 


: * 
5 ” I 
* 
* 
* 
. : 
* 


— 22 


But what a Sabbath ſhall I keep ai a rol 
When I ſhall reſt above! | 


I bleſs thy wiſe and wondrous Love, $a — 4 
Which binds us to be freez 1 

Which makes us leaveour Earthly Snares 5% 
That we may come to Thee. _ 

I come, I wait, Lhear, I pra, “ 
Thy Footſteps, Lord 1 trace; 0 $ x 

I ſing to think this is the Way _- - * Þ 
Unto my Saviour's Face. 


|; 1 
Tbeſe are my Preparation Days; 


And when my Soul is Dreſt, _ 
Theſe Sabbaths ſhall deliver me, + |þ 
To mine Eternal Reſt, ' | 


Songs of Praiſe 
hy XX. Another. 


n 45 
Leſt Day of God, moſt calm, moſt bright, 
D The firſt and beſt of Days; 

The Lab'rour's Reſt, the Saint's Delight, 
A Day of Mirth and Praiſe 
My Saviour's Face did make thee ſhine, 

_ His Riſing did thee Raiſe; 


This made thee Heavenly and Divine; 


Beyond the common Days, 
: | oy or ) P 
The Firſt fruits do a Bleſſing prove 


1 


I uo0o all the Sheaves behind; 


And chey that do a Sabbath love 
An happy Weck ſhall find: d. 
My Lord on thee his Name did fix, 
Which makes hee Rich and Gay; 
Amidſt his Golden Candleſticks 
My Saviour walks this Day. 


SES | 
0 He walls in's Robes, fis Face ſhines bright, 
I. he Stars are in his Hand; 
Out of his Mouth, that place of Might, 
A Two-edg'd Sword doth ſtand : © 
Grac'd with our Lord's Appearence thus, 
A s well as with his Name; 45 
n Thou may ſt demand Reſpect from us 8 
Upon a double Cam. * * 


2 


I 
1 
\ 
Y 


1 


. 


to Almighty Gd. 


( 4. ) 
This Day God doth bis Veſſels broach; 
His Conduits run with Wine; 

He that loves not this Day's approach, 
Scorns Heaven and Saviour's ſhine. 
What Slaves are thoſe who flav'ry chuſe, 

And Garlick for their Feaſt, 
Whilſt Milk and Hony th refuſe, 
And the Almighty's 4 ? A 


( 5 ) 
This Market-day doth Saints i 
And ſmiles upon them all; * 0.4. 
It is their Pentecoſt, on which Sn 
The Holy Ghoſt do fall. | 
O Day of Wonders! Mercies Pawn, 
The weary SouPs Recruit, 


— 
— — 


The Chriſtian's Coſben, Heavens Dang, 


The Bud of TY * 
Oh could I love as 1 — lov'd 
Thy Watches heretofore: - 
As England's Glory thou haſt-prov'd, | 
Tor y*ſt _ be fo - more. & 
This m or _ 
For, nag the Day is thine; 
O let me ſpend it in thy Fear! 


7 f 


Then ſhall the Day be mine, 


(7.2 | 
| Thro'out the Day, ceaſe Work and Play. 
hat I to Go may reſt; ; | 


Songs of Praiſe 
Now let me e Talk with God, and Wen 
With God, and 1 a am bleſt. 


XXI. 4 r of Pas for the 


(1), 
. God; — haſt thou ber 
Wrongs not to be expreſt; 
During Rebellion, Injur'd Love, 
Light quenched in my Breaſt! i 
Man would be God, and down he fell, 
Io teach him better Skill; 3 22 
Lethe lifts up his bruiſed Bones 
Againſt his Maker ſtill, 
:t: 2: 
Lord, what a Monſter'i 4F Man, 
Thus given to Rebel! 


DO that thou doſt not cleave the Earth, 


And ſend him quick to Hell, 
His Sins for Wages loudly Cry, 
Juſtice with dreadful ſound 


1 Cries too, Cut down this fruitleſs Tree 


Why cumbers i it the 1 4 


But God waves his — 99. 
| * Right and Vengeance too, 
75 his ſingle Patience , 
daring Man outdo 
The Creature * diſdain his God, 
_ By whom Wi Is Maintain dz” ©: 


>4 


4 


Pationge 


1 
"rh 07 God, 
1 2 as # ; ” 4 
F * , * * — 
8 
© #® 


4 a. 
Yet! -: 


RE Almighty God. 
Yet God maintains this Rebel-worm, 
By whom he! ls diſdain d. N 


04 
Pool, ask not where th "Almighry' s | 
Al Glory to him givez 

Is not his Power fully prov'd 
In ſuff' ring thee to Live 

Was he not God he could not bear 
Such Weights as on him lye ; 

Weak things are quickly ſet on fire, 
And to their Weapons fly. 


( 5. 
Why ſhould not Patience make 1 me ſing, # | 
When Hell would make me roar? 7 | 
Lord, let thy Patience end in Love. 
PI ſing for evermore. | 


XXII. 4 a of Praiſe for 5 5 


(1 5 Ke 
Y God': Pl God of Fanden l 1205 15 
His Boſom gives me 8 8 vl 

I [ have not, do not, pleaſe my God, a; 10 75 F | | 
Yet Mercy, him doth peace, an 7 85 4 
| 


My Sins aloud for Vengeance call, | 
But lo! a Found ſprings _ 

From Chriſt's pierc'd Side, which baker, 
And ſpeaketh better things. 


(2) 
My Sins have 8 up to the Heay" be, 
"Bur Mercies Mar AF. 7 
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Songs of Praiſe 
lercy is above the Heav'ns, oF 
Above my finful Deeds; 8 


- My Sins are many, like the Stars, 


Or Sands upon the Shore; . 
But yet the Mercies of my God 
Are infinitely more. 
n N 
My Sins in bigneſs do ariſe 1 
Like Mountains Great and Tall; 
Eat Mercy, like a Mighty Sea, 
Covers theſe Mountains all. 
Ibis is a Sea that's Bottomleſs, 
A Sea without a Shore; te 
For where Sin hath abounded much, 
Mercy abounds much more. 


| ( 4 ) 
Manaſſeh, Paul and Magdalen 
Were Pardon'd all by thee; 
I read it, and believe it, Lord, 
For thou haft pardon'd me. 
When God ſhall ſearch the World for Sin, 
What trembling will be there? 
*O Rocks and Mountains cover us 
Will be the Sinner's Prayer. 


"= 4 r 

But the Lamb's Wrath they need not fear, I 
"W Who once have felt his Love; y 
And they that walk with God below, 


Shall dwell with God above. 
Rage Earth and Hell, come Life, 
Tet ſtill my Song {hall be, 


— 


F ˙ w -M Äap —— — x . — — 


to Almighty God. 


God was, andis, and will be Good, | 
And Merciful tome. 


XXII. A Song of Praiſe for Peace f | 


Conſcience. 


Y God, my Cs God, 

Creator of an 
hee will I Love, and Praiſe and dns | 
Till Life I {hall ceaſe. _ 

My thoughts did rage, Soul was to 
Tas lte a rroubled Ka; bh a, 24 

But what a mighty Voice is this, in 
Which Windsand Waves obey ! BE <2 


(2.) 
God ſpeak the Word, Peace and be fil, 
MySi Sins, thoſe Mutineers 
With ſpeed went off, and took their fight, 
Where now are al] my Fears? 
The World can neither give 15 take, 
Nor yet can underſtand, ; * 
That Pace of God whichChrif hath brought | 
And gives me with his Hand, | 
C 3- ) | 
This is my Saviour"s Dong” | 


— — ů — — — 2 „ 


Confirm'd by his 

Ye ſhall have Trouble in the World, 

In me ye fhall have Peace, 

h And ſo it is, the World doth rage, 
1 Bur Peace in me doth Reign, 


_ Songs of Praiſe 
2 t my God maintains the Fort, 
Their Batt*ries are in vain. | 


(4) 


Wh The Burning Buſh was not conſum'd py 
| Whilſt God remained there; 

Tube Three, when Chriſt did make the Fourth 
| Found Fire as meek as Air. 
| Sois my Mem'ry ſtuft with Sins 
. Enough to make an Hell, | | 
And yet my Conſcience is not ſcorch'd, 


il For Godin me doth:dwell. | 

i (5) 
Where Goddoth dwell ſure Heay' n is there, 

And Singing there muſt be; Th 

Since, Lord, thy Preſence makes my Heaven 

Whom ſhould I fing but thee ? 1 

My God, my reconciled God, ( 

Creator of my Peace, Th 

| Thee will I Love, and Praiſe; and Jing, 

1 Till Life and Breath ſhall ceaſe. Jn. 
f [ 8 4 17. of _ for Joy in thi 


C25: F 

4 Soul doth mapnific the Lord, uc 

My Spirit doth rejoice / 

In God my Saviour, and my God, ye 
I hear his joyful Voice. US E 
-Ineed not go abroad for Joy, | h 
4 


WRo Ve A . at Hanes 1 


— — —B ̃ — _... 


10 Almighty God. 


y Sighs are turned into Songs, 
E he Comforter is come. i 
63 8 $1.08 
Down from above the Bleſſed Dove eo 
Is come into my Breaſt, | 
thro witneſs God's Eternal Tove,  . - | - 
This is my Heav'nly Feaſt. 1 
This makes me Abba Father c N 
With Confidence of Soul; 35 
t makes me cry, My Lord, my Gd. 
And that without Controul. | 


(3-) 

There is a Stream which iſſues forth 
n Foun — mw 2 2 
ind from t mb a Living Stream, ---. - 
Clear as the Chryſtial Stone! 3 


| 
L 


This Stream doth water Paradiſe, 
It makes the Angels ſing; 
)ne Cordial Drop revives my Heart, 


h Hence all my 17 do ſpringag. 7 | 


4.) 
zuch Joys as are ue 
And full of Glory too; S 
uch hidden Manna, hidden Pearls | 
As Worldlings do not know. | 15 bz A 
ye hath not ſeen, nor Ear hath heard, 


From Fancy tis conceaPd, Brin | 

hat thou, Lord, haſt laid uplor thine,: 1a 4 

> haſt tome reveal'd, - Jag © 
| 


14:4 
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42 Sons, Fraiſe 

1 | 33 0 ( 5. ) | 

1 ſee thy Face, I hear thy voice, 
I taſte thy fweeteſt Love; 1 

My Soul doth leap; but O for Wings, 

0 The Wings of Noah's Dove! 

„ Then ſhould I flee far hence away, 8 

LC. eaving this World of Sin; 7 

Then ſhould my Lord put forth his Hand, 
And kindly take 2 in. | 

| TN. 

Then ſhould my Soul with Angels Feaſt U 

On Joys that always laſt ; 

AZleſt be my God, the God of Joy, 

Wbo gives me here a Taſte. 


XXV. 4 Song of Praiſe for Grace, 


1 . 
* God of Grace, who haſt reſtor'd 
Wl - Thine Image unto me, Ye 
Which by my Sins was quite defac'd, 
What ſhall Irender Thee? He 
Tine Image and Inſcription, Lord 
Upon my Heart I bear; By 
Thine own render untothee b 
O God, my God moſt dear 


1.0 F 
My ſelf I owe thee for my ſelf, Ih 
| 


L thou did'ft make of Earth; 

But thou haſt made me o'er again, 

[1 Thougerta Second Birdy | 
EEE >. 


— - 


- 
* 
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7 Almighty God. OY wr 


Twice born,: and twice endued with Life, 
IT haſt to come to thee, 


To pay my Vows, my Thanks, my Heart, 
With all Funny: 


(3. by 

O was I Born firſt from Beneath! "06 68 
And then Born from Above 

Am I a Child of Man and God? 
O Rich and Endleſs Love! 

When I had broke the Tables, Lord, 
New Tables thou didſt hew, 30, 

And with thy Finger didſt Engrave 
Thy Laws on them anew, 


1 

Earth is my Mother, Earth my N 

And ann Tomb; why. 

Yet God, the God of Heay'n and Earth, 
My Father is become. : 
0 enter d me, and into Hell e 

I quickly ſhould have run; 3 

But O! Kind Heav'n laid hold on me; 4 

Heav'n is in me begun. . 


Capt? 
This Spark will riſe into a Flame, 


This Seed into a Tree; 


- My Songs ſhall riſe, m Praiſes ſhall | 
Load alle a, 
. 


— 


* 4 1 nes of Praiſe L 
11 XXV. A "Bibs of Was for e 6 

| | Prayer. | = 6 
( 1.) | 

| W Hat are the Heav'ns, O God of e I 
Thou art more bright, more high; 

C 


Wbat are bright Stars, and brighter Saints, 
H 


To thy bright Majelty ! 

Thou'rt far above the Songs of Heav? 5, 
Sung by thy Holy Ones; 

And doſt thou ſtoop and bow thine Ear 
To a poor Sinner's Groans. 

. (2. & 

God minds the Language of my Heart, 
* My Groans and Sighs he hears ; 
H e hath a Book for my Requeſt, 
A Bottle for my Tears. 

But did not my dear Saviour's Blood 
Firſt waſh away their Guilt, £4 
My Sighs would prove but empty Air, 
| My Ti ears would'all be {pilt. 5 


1 (3.9 
Lord, inp Eternal Spirit was 

mW My Advocate within ; Th 
But O ! My Smoak join'd with thy Flame, el 

My Prayer was mixt with Sin. Are 

But then Chriſt was my Altar, and 80 

My Advocate above, Anc 

His Blood did clear my Prayer, and gain d Þboy, 


An Anſwer of Love. 0 The 
| 4] © 


k 


OS — — 


to Almighty God. ; 2 | ; 


(4) | 
It could not be that thou ſhouldſt hear 
A Mortal ſinful Worm; 


But that my Prayers preſented are 

In a more glorious orm. 

Chriſt's precious Hand took my Requeſts, 
And turn'd my Droſs to Gold; 


is Blood put warmth into my Prayers, 
Which were by Nature cold. 


2 „ 5 

Thou heard'ſt my Groans for Jeſus ſake, 
Whom thou doſt hear always; 

ord, hear through that prevailing Name 

My Voice of Joy and Praiſe. | 


II. A Song of Praiſe for Delives 
rance from Enemies. 


0 ( 1. 5 

Reat God, who doſt the World com- 
( mand, * 

Thou check ſt both Winds and Waves 


„ De Devils, which like Lions Roar, 
Are thine Enchained Slaves. 


2 Sons of Rage are ſmoaking Brands, 
e ee 5 > 
ou, theo y Wt) 
Their Fury doſt reſtrain | 
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20 % I} 


I my God did flee, 


46 . 2 on 5 of raiſe 


— . 2.) 

3 Thou Lord, didſt ſmooth fierce Eſaw's Brow, 
| And change his murm'ring Breath ; 
Thou gav'ſt to him a Brother's Heart, 
Who vow'd his jo. ugh s Death. 
Angels have arm'd at thy Command, 

And Stars have ſhot their Dart, 
Nature hath fought, and Miracles 
— Have took thy Churches part. 


b 
| (3) ; 
Thee, Lord. who ſtill thy Church doſt lee, 
All Creatures muſt obey; 


ZE And when for thine thou doſt ariſe, 
Ĩ)beir En mies where ge they ? 
= cry'd to. Heaven in my Dilres, 


He with Compaſſion heard my 227 
He did ariſe 8 for me. 


: WA 
With bumble Fear and | hunk Joy, 
Lo, at thy Feet I fall, | 
Unfeignedly acknowledging. - 7 
Ihat Thou alone delt a D 
Thou art all Pow's, thou art all Lovers: - M 
And ſo thou art to me; 4 
Bleſt be my God, now ad been, wx, 
y. us 10 We 40 1 


* 


o Almighty God. 4 3 
(XVIII. A Song of Praiſe for Deliverance, 5 
From en Troubles. 


| (1) 

That am en out of the Depth 

Will ſing upon the Shore; 

that in Hell's dark Suburbs lay | 
Pure Mercy will adore: © ht ES 
he Terrors of the Living Gol © 
My Soul did ſo affright ; WO ns, 4 
ear d leſt I ſhould bo condemn 93 
Toa an Eternal "I - —— 


nd was the Pity & my Friends, 422 
But could not xaſe my ſmart. LEE 
cir Words indeed did reach my Caſe, | 

But could not reach my Heart. 1 
h, then what was this World to me, 
To whom God's Word was dark! 
ſho in my Dungeon cou'd not fee _ .. 
One Beam, or 0555 Spark. 


That then were all Neg Ghencurlh Smiles, £ - 

When the Creator frown'd 7 Hy 
Days were Nights, my Life was Deaths, 7 

My Being was my Woun "a 

tur d and wrack'd with Helliſh Fears 

hen God the Blow ſhould give, 

Ihe Eyes did fall, ＋ Heart 155 fink, 

Jr Fen 3 bid me my. 5 


— . —— 
* 


42 Songs of Praiſe 
| (4 ) 
Gods! Furnace doth in 576 ſtand, 
But Sion's God ſits by; 
As the Refiner views his Gold 
With an obſervant Eye. | 
God's Thoughts are high, his Love is wiſe, 
His Wounds a Cure intend ; 
And tho he doth not always ſmile, 
„He loves unto the * 
Thy Love is conſtant 185 2 Line, 
Tho Clouds oft come between; TE 
Ocould my Faith but pierce theſe Clouds, 
It might be always ſeen. 
* ButTam, weak, andtorc'dto cry, 
Take up my Soul to thee ; 
| Then as thou ever art the ſame 
3 N So {hall L ever. he. 
985 (6. 
Then ſhall I ever, ever ſing, 
' _ Whilſt thou doſt ever ſhine ; 
I have thine own dear Pledge for this, 
Lord, thou art ever mine. | 


XX: IX. 4 Song of Praiſe for Deliverat 
from I mminent Danger: of Death. 


— 


— * * : 
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(. 9 
* 5 Ord of my Life, ragen of my Days; 
: Thy Hand hath reſcu'd 
Vw ho lying at the Gates of Death 
Among the Dead, Was fre. 


. * 
. f Pl 


y deareſt Friends I had teſigud. 
Uato their Maker's Care; 
ethought I only time had left 

For a concluding Prayer. 


n 4 
„ Methoughts Death laid his Hand on me, 
And did his Pris'ner bind; „is AE 
ind by the ſound methoughts I heard 
His Maſters Feet behind. 2 
ethoughts I ſtood upon the Store, 
And nothing could I ſee '-- 04 
ut the Vaſt Ocean with my Eyes, . 
; | AVaſt Eternity. 


ethought I heard the Midnight Cry, 
Behold the Bridegroom comes; 
{thoughts I was calld tothe Bar, 
Where Souls receive their Dooms. if 
he World was at an end to e,, ] 
As if it all did Burn; ee 
t lo! There came a Voice from Heav n, 
Which order d my Return. F 


gord, I return'dat thy Command. 


al 
, What wilt thou have me do? 1 

let me wholly live to The... 
I To whom my Liſe owe! | 
Ein would I dedicate to Thee 


| The Remnant of my Dan . 
of No þ 185 & 6 D 3 . | | LE Lord, ” | 


| Lo udn „ 
1 That boththy 2 Praiſe. 


XXX. ASong of Praiſe for theHope of at 


(, 


; +] Sojourn ina Vale of Tears, 


L 
| 


Alas, howcan I ſing! 
Harp doth on the Willows hang, 
Diſ-tun'd in every ſtring. 
My Muſick is a Captives Chains, 
Harſh Sounds my. Ears do fill; 
How ſhall I ſing ſweet Svon's Song | 
On this ſide Sioz's Hill ? 


(2) 
Yet lo! Thearaa F710 Sound, 

Surely I quickly come; 
Each Word much ſweerndſs dothydiſtil 
Like a full Honey- Combo. 

. 
And doſt thou come, my deareſt Lord?- 
And doſt thou ſurely come? 45 
And doſt thou ſurely quickly come? | 
Methinks Iam at Home? 
Come then my deareſt, deareſt Lord ; 
My ſweeteſt, ſureſt F rien; | /* 
Come, for L loath theſe Keder 2 
. Thy fiery Chariots ſend. 17 
What have I here? My Thoughts-aud ] 
Are all pack d up and gone; , 
My eager Soul would tollow cen, St 
Io thine Eternal 1 one. IS 


2 Þ 


— — 


— - 


mo 70 Almighty God. 


(4. 
hat 19580 11 in this Barren Land: 2 
My ſeſus is not here; "Xo 
Mine Eyes will ne'er be bleſt until | 
My eſus doth appear. 
y Jeſus i is gone up to Heav'n, 
To get get a place for me; 
'or tis his Will that where he is 
There ſhould his Servants be. 


ow” 
4 


or 


( 
£1naan I view from ply 255 Top, 

Of Canoar's Grapes 1 Fiſts” 

y Lord, who ſends unto me here 

Will ſend for me at laſt. FL 

have a God that changeth not ne...” 

Why ſhould I be perplext? 1 

y God that owns me in this World, 
IVWill own me in thg next. / 

6.7 
/ p o fearleſs then, 50 Soul, with God 
| Into another Room; 
Thu who haſt walked with him here, | 
| Go ſee thy God at Home. 
iew Death with a believing Eye, 
. | It hath an Angel's Face; 
nd this kind Angel will prefer 
17 hee to an Angel's place. 
(7. 

The Grave is but a Fining pot 
1 Vato d leving Eyes; 13 


„ 


m _ 
e 

2 

34 a 
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2 Songs of Praiſe | 
For there the Fleſh ſhall loſe its droſs, P 
And like the Sun ſhall riſe. we 
'The World, which I have known too well 4 
Hath mock d me with its Lies; 5 
How gladly could I leave behind 5 "RP 
| Its vexing Vanities? F 
1 (8.) 
My deareſt Friends, they dwell above, 
Them will J go to ſee; 
And all my Friends in Chriſt below - _ f 
Will ſoon come after me. ; 
Fear not the Trumps Earth-rending Sound, 
Dread not the Day of Doom ; 5 
For he that is to be thy Judge, be 1 
Thy Saviour is become. Þ 
) 
| Bleſtbe my God that 3 me Light, 
Wbo in the dark did grope; 817 
- Bleſt be my God, the God of Love, a 
' Who cauſeth me to hope. l \ 
Here's the Word's Signet, C omfort s Stall, 
And here is Grace's Chainz - . 
By theſe thy Pledges, Lord, 1 know 
My Hopes are not in vain, _ J 


XXXI. A Song of Praiſe collected out 
Wo the Book of Pſalms, | 1 

( 1. ) Tig 
PSAL, Praiſe che Lord „PraiſeHim, pra 1 


135.1. Praiſe Him wich one accord 
TI Fra | 


ll 


I rraiſe to the King of all the Earth 6 


And all the Secrets of my Heart, 


We are his Flock, he doth us feed; 


1103. 1. My Soul give Laud unto the Lord. 


Hei is become for me indeed 6 10 Fe! 65 "A 


10 Almighty God. 
Praiſe him, praiſe him, all ye that be 
The Servants of the Lord. 
47. 6. Sing Praiſes to our God, ſing . 
Sing Praiſes to our King; 


With Underſtanding ling. 
(2) 


My Spirit ſhall do the fame, 


Praiſe ye his Holy Name. 
95. 6. Come let us bow and praiſe the Lord, 
Before him let us fall, 
And kneel to him with one accord, 
For he hath made us all, Bot 


( 3. / 
7. | Hei is the Lord, he is our God, 
For us he doth provide; 


His Sheep, he doth us guide. | 
118. 21. I will give Thanks unto the Lord, 
Becauſe he hath heard me, 
And is become moſt lovingly 
A Saviour unto ** 


. 
: 
* * 


—— 


4 ) 
13- The Lord is my 8 2 
My Joy, my Mirth, my Songs; 


4 


A Saviour moſt ſtrong. 


—  —— — — 


a Songs of Praiſe 

28. Thou art my God, I will Conſeſs 
And render 'Thanks to Thee 

Thou art my God, and I will praiſe 
Ly Mercy towards me. "i 


| 29. © give ve Thanks-unto the Lord! 
1 For gractivu: is he, 


+ Becauſe his Mercy doth endure 

{| Forever towards me. 

| XXXII. Another. 

6 ( 1. ) | 

| SAL. TO render Thanks unto the Lord 
26. 6. 1 How great a cauſe have I! 
My Voice, my * and my Complaint, 
That heard ſo willingly? _ ( ſtay'd, 
59. 17. Thou art my Strength, thou haſt me 
| O Lord, I ſing to Thee; 


| Thou art my Fort, my Fence and Aid, 
A Loving God to me. | 

1016.3 Es "1 | 
73. 25- What thing is there that I can wiſh 

" But Thee in Heaven above? 

And in the Earth there is nothing. 

Like Thee that I can love. 

36. 9. For why ? Thy Well of Life ſo pure 
Doth ever flow from Thee; 
And in thy Light we are full ſure 


| The laſting Light to ſee. 


(3) 


* 


) 
103. 21. Ye Angels which are great in Power 
| Which toobey and do his Win 21 


22. Le all his Works in every hats; 19 


10 "__ God. 


. 3" 
p # L 
27. 15. My Heart woukd fine but that 1 in me 
This Hope is fixed faſt; 
The Lord God's good Grace ſhall 1 ſos 
In Life that ay ſhall laſt, 
48. 13. For this God is our God, our God, 
For evermore 1s he ; 
This God of ours, even unto Death 
Our faithful Guide will 127 | 


( 
17. 17. When J dete I Ga ſhall behold 
In Righteouſneſs thy Face; 
And I ſhall! be moſt like to Thee, og 
Even filled with thy Grace, © 
16. 11. Full Joys are in thy Preſence, Lord, 
A ſweet and precious Store ) © 


My God, at thy Right Hand thereare 1 
Pleaſures for evermore. 9 


Praiſe ye and bleſs the Lord, 


Immediately accord. 


Praiſe ye his Holy Name 
My Heart, my Mind, and amy Soul, 1 
For ever praiſe the fare. 


Songs o Praiſe 


| Alm. 4 Song of of Praiſe Collected from 1 


the Doxologies in the Revelation of K. 
John. 


8 
— N 


111 


| 1 To Him Ch Ly usfrom Himſelf, A 
2 And dy'd to do us good, 
And waſld us — our Scarlet Sins 1 
In his own pureſt Blood. 5 
6. And made us Kings and Prieſts to God, IB 
His Father infinite, 
To him Eternal Glory be, 
And everlaſting 1 


44 + „„ — —-„— * 92828 —— Ag 
» 


i Ge 12: The Lamb is 1 that was ſlain - 
* To have all Power and Wealth; c 
| All Honour, Glo , Wiſdom, Strength, 
Thanks for his aving Health. 
13. Thanks Honour, Clory, Power to him 
That on the Throne doth ſit, 
| | And to the Lamb for ever, and, 
For ever, ſo be it. 


| 3. 
7 9. Thouſands of Thouſands of the Saints 
Which ſtand before their King, | 
[with ſhining Robes, and ſpreading Palms 
Loud Hallelujah ſing. 
zo. Aſcribe Salvation to our God 


Who ſits upon the Throne. 


And 


to Almighty God. 
om [And to the Lamb, the glorious Lamb, | 
F. Aſcribe Salvation. 5 


( 4 
11. 12. Amen, Amen, *che Angels ry, 


Salvation is his due; 
elf, JAnd he through all Eternity 
"| His Praiſes will renew. 
Thanks, Glory, Bleſſing, Wiſdom, Might, | 

Honour and Power, then 
Be toour God forevermore, 
For evermore. Amen. 


1 


w. ak of Songs which is e fri. 
Turned, then * in Engliſh Verſe, 
Wore )Þ 


_— 


The VERSION. 
CHAP. I. 


. 1 "The Song which doth al | Song excel, 
„ Written by Solomon, 

. The Wiſeſt Ring of Iſrael, 

WE Aud Bleſſed David's Son. 


[ Dialogue. 
'R The Charch to Chriſt. 


* 2. {Ome near, come nearer yet, and move 
[ Thy ſweeteſt Lips to mine; 

| For Thy ? Thy Love( who art all Love ). 

| ; Exceeds the Richeſt Wine. 


. Like to an Ointment poured out 
Is thy ſweet Name and Favour ; 

| td Virgins compaſs Thee about 
For thy good Ointmepts favour. 


\. O draw me withth Cords of Love! | 
We will run after Thee ; 

The King into his Rooms above | 

EF __ Thy 


* 
E + 4 * 


— 


e Song ot. Songs. Wc, bk ; 
Thy Beams will make our Faces ſhine, | 
In Thee we will rejoice; | 
"| Thy Love is more to us than Wine, 
Thou art theUpright's Choice. 
4 5. Ye Daughters of Jeruſalem, 
ITho' I am Black, yet Fair; 
Like Kedar's Tents, like Ornaments 
Which Solomon's Bed doth wear. 
6. Look not with a diſdainful Eye 
Upon my Sun-burnt Face; 
My Mothers Children rag'd at me, 
| And wrought me much diſgrace; 
uch was their Envy, ſuch their Grudge, 
Their Vines muſt be inſpected ; 2 
Whilſt at their Vines I was their Drudge, - E 
Mine own were mo neglected. 
7. But, O Thou whom my Soul doth Love! I 
Tell me now from thy Brea | 
here feeds thy Flock? Where dothit move? 
Where is its Noon- Tide Reſt ? 1 
hy ſhould I ſtray, and loſe my ways 4254. 
Till I at laſt do fall 3 1 
\mong thy. Fellows F locks, as mg <2 
Themſelves do proudly call? 1.1 0 


Cp. 


0 Faireſt Fair! Then go and trace ; | 
De Footfteps of my Sheep, * A 
feed the Kids beſide the Place ' 
Where N 1 keep... 9 


| * 
1 
7 


ve 


N 9. My | 
”y ET OT | 


60 The Song of Songs 
My Love, I have compared Thee Ver 
To tboſe Egyptian Mares, 
Which in Ring Pharaoh's Chariots flee, 
O Faireſt of all Fairs . 

10. Thy Cheeks are comely to behold, 
{| Which Rows of Jewels deck ; 
Lage Chains of pure and ſhining Gola, h 
P Adorn thy Royal Neck. L 
| 11. Indem Father we will make 
; Borders of Gold for Thee, "1 
With Silver Studs for thy dear ſake, 
That thou may'ſt Richer be. 


The Charch. 


12. The King doth at his Table ſit, 
And I that love him well 
Do pour my Spikenard on his Feet, 
Which gives a fragrant ſmell. þ 
13. My Well- beloved is to me 3 
A Pomanderof Myrrh; 
Betwixt my Breaſt all Night ſhall he 
Be lodg d and never ſtir. 
14. My Well. beloved is to me 
Like Aromatick Wines; | 
Luke Cluſters of the Camphire Tree 
Among Engeaat Vines. 


Ci, 


q 15. Lo, thou art Fair my only Love; 
W Love, lo, thou art Fair 5 


hich is Solomon's, 51 
ou art my Love, thou art my Dove, * 
Doves Eyes in thee appear. 

The Charch. - © 


6, N ay, my Beloved, thou art Fair, 
My fairneſs is from Thee; 

nd thou art ſweet beyond compare: 
What a Green Bed have we! 

7. The Beams are Cedars where we dwell, 
So ſtrong they will not ſtir; * 

ſhe Rafters ſend a pleaſant ſmell, 
For they are made of Fir. 


The Paraphraſe. | 
CH AP. JI. 
Nom will T ſing of Chriſt the Ring, | 
And of his Church the Queen; 
bis Song of Songs to them belongs, 
Where their pure Flames are ſeen. 
D Dialogue. ] 
The Church to Chriſt. 3 
JT E T my dear Saviour's Love appear 
By ſome aſſuring ſign; 7 5 
hou, Lord, my fainting Soul doſt chear _ _ 
When thou ſay'ſt, I am thine. 
et others on their Dainties feed, 
And drink the richeſt Wine, r 
y Feaſt doth all their Feaſts ecedgdgd 
When thou ſay'ſt, I am thine. ys: 
= AEST 
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Souls of an Heav aly Make and Frame, 


Do taſte ſuch Sweetneſs in thy Name, 


O draw me with the Cords of Love! 


— ——— — 
- 


— — 
—y— — 


7 Thy r is the Room 


* 


| | Allupright Souls their Minds do ſet 


: 6 Odo not ſcorn my outward State! 


| Profeſt Church ach 
© Some Corn fo my Mind ; 


The Song of Songs © 
3- Thy Word which ſounds thy mighty Fame , 
how good thou haſt been, 


oh {o revive, that for the ſame 
Souls love Thee, tho unſeen ; 


The Joyful Heirs of Grace, 


They long to ſee thy Face. 
4. Fain would I, but I cannot move, 
Sin hath Enfcebled me: z 


I will run after Thee: 
Thou hear ſt, thou draw*ſt, I come, I com 
Thy Love (my God) is ſweet; 


Where Soul and Joys do meet. 


Our Earthly Pleaſures we forget, 


To think upon thy Love; 


On thee, my Lord, above. 

5. Tho'I to Strangers black do ſeem, 
And under Foot am trod, 

Let am I Fair in Heay*ns eſteem, 
I am the Houſe of God. 


Yeknow not what's within ; 
Whom God doth love, how dare you hate 
My Saviour hides my Sin; 


Nig ſhould have bro. 


1 - ws 


1 


— 


which is Solomon's. 63 

e Wut did they Freat me as they ought, 

Alas Th prov'd uokin! ig 

heir Anger did my Words controul, 

They Bowꝰ'd me to their Will: 

nd ſo my own immortal Soul 
Declin'd and Fared ill. 

, Pity my tempted State, O Lord! 
Whom {till I do adore 3 | 

bring me home! By thy good Word, 
My Lapſed Soul Reſtore: 

nce, Lord, thy Mercies {till abides, 
Shall I be loft among 

meV: Flocks, falſe Doctrines, and falſe Guides; 

Which do thine Honour wrong? 


| Chriſt. L 
My Church to me, the World is Droſs, © 
And thou a Pearl of Price 188 
art thou Stray d, and ata Loſs? - 
Attend to my Advice: 
0k back upon my Church of old; 
And mark which way they ment; ip 
nalet thy Childrens Eyes behold 
The Paſtors I have ſent. 
As Pharaoh's Horſes ( Egypt Pride) 
Is deem d the Choiceſt Breed; | 


nate p thou, my Church, my Faireſt Bride. 
All Fair ones doſt exceed, EMEA 
ou „ Maps eyes the outward State behold, 
| Mine Eyes are on thy Heart. © 
8 t 


64 The Song of Songs 

Whilſt others ſhine with Pearl and Gold, 
Through Grace thou lovely art. 

11. My Soul that loves thee is (0 glad 

Thy Stock of Grace to ſee, 

J and my Father, we will add 

A new Japph to Thee, 


The C hurch. 


12. My King doth Sit in Heav'n above, 
Where Angels do attend ; 
| And from below my Faith ind Love 
Shall to my King aſcend. 
13. My Faith aſcends unto my Lord, 
| And brings him down to me; 
My love a Boſom doth afford, 
- _ Where he ſhall lodged be. 
Othe ſweet time, as if I was 
Reigning in Heaven above, 
When once my Soul doth Chriſt embrace Ie 


In Arms of Faith and Love! I 

| 14. It is ſo {weet, when we do meet ; + 
Muy Joysin Chriſt exceed 

. The ſweeteſt Smells, and Taſtes, arid Sig Ja 

725 Which can our Senſes feed. M 

| _ Chriſt. 

15. Mh deareſ? Church, Ido admire © As 

I The Beauties of thy Mind, * ha 

8⁵ Meek, ſo Harmleſs, ſo Emire, +0: th 

90 Kaufe and . IL > 


which is Solomon's. 
The Church. 


6, My deareſt Lord, thou art the Sun, 
By whoſe bright Beams! ſhine 

ind then my Glory firſt begun 

When thou becameſt mine: 1 

nce thou art mine, and am thine, — 

A Num'rous Race do flow 4 

every pi whichto thy Grace 

Their Birth ad Being owe. 

7. The dear Aſſemblies of thy Saints, 
Where thou my Lord doſt dwel], 

re ſWeet and pure, and ſhall endure - 
Againſt the Gates of Hell. 


The VERSI ON. 


CHAP, II, Chriſt 


Am the Roſeof Sharon-Pield. © - | 
I am the Lilly White, 2 

he Lilly which the V. Valles viel . ö | 

l am both ſweet and bright. q 

. What are Thorns, in th* Account 9/1 Men * 

Unto the Lilly bright ? 8 

igt are the Fare. Dau 5 when 

My Love appears in fi | 


1 C 0 


What are the common Trees 0 th Wed | 
Unto the Apple Tree? - 
hat isthe Rich and Nobleſt Blood, 
My lovely Lord, to Thee? 


8 E 3 


566 FT The Song of Songs 
If Rejoicing i in Times paſt 
Underhis cooling Shade ; 


His Fruit was Sweet unto my Taſte, 
O what a Feaſt I made! 


4+ Unto his Cellars ſtor'ꝰd with Wines * 
„fle caus'd me to remove, 

Over my Head abroad he ſpread 
The Banner of his Love. 


5. Give Flaggons for a Cord al, 
_Bring Apples me to chear ; 

For Tam fick, I faint, I fall, 
Ilanguiſh br my Dear. 


* 6. HisLeftHand underneath my Head 
For my Support is plac'd ; 
His Right Hand over me is ip ead , K 
And thus Iam Embrac | 


7. O Salem's Daughters, * I charge, 
Both by the Roe and Hind ; 
Ye do not move nor ſtir my Love, 
VDutil it be his Mind. 


8. My Welbeloved's voice of Joy 
My . with Comfort fills 3 - 
He comes Leaping on Mountains high, 

AndSkipping on the Hills, 
9. My Welbeloved comes in Haſte, P! 
Like a {weet footed Roe ; | Ir 
Nay, my Beloved flees ſo faſt, | 
Young Hart did never ſo. 


— 
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"hich is Solomons. 
3chind our Wall, lo! He doth ſtand, 
He's at our Windows ſeen." _ 


He ſhews himſelf ſo near at Mind, 
There's but a Grate between: 


10. I gladly heard his gracious Tone, 
Who thus to me did ſay, G5 * 

&iſe up, my Love, my Faireſt One, 
Make haſte, and come away. 


11. The Seaſon of the Year invites, 
The Winter's gone and paſt; 

thold a Spring of new Delights! 
No Rain, nor ftormy Blaſt. 


12. The Flowers upon the Earth ap 
The Birds begin to ſing; _ ny 
he People of our Land do hear 

The Turtles murmuring. 


13. Green Figs upon their Trees are grown, 

Young Grapes their Smells diſplay ; 
Riſe up, my Love, my Faireſt One, 
Make haſte, and come away. 
4. 0 we Fair Dove, whoſe Fairneſs dwells 

In dark Obſcurity, "i 
In cloven Rocks, and ſecret Cells, 
Come, ſhew thy ſelf to me: 


O let thy Face to me appear, 

Let thy Voice anſwer mine, 

hy Voice is Muſick in mine Ear, 
by Countenanoe doth ſhine, g 


E 4 Caten 


" 


i 


| . The Song of Songs 
; 15. Catch us the Foxes in a Toyl, 
I ̃ be little Foxes catch, 


For they our Fruitful Vines do ſpoil, 
IT Their tender Grapes they ſnatch. 


16. My Well-beloved he is mine, 
And J am his indeed; 

in Paſtures, which with Lillies ſhine, 
He makes his Flock to feed. 


17. Till the Day break, and Shades depart, 
| Beloved, haſte to me; 

Even as the Roe and tender Hart 
On Bether-Mountains flee. 


The Paraphraſe. 
CHAP. II. Chriſt. 


Och is the Power of my ſweet Love, 
My Church it ſmeerneth, 
It ſweetens Earth and Heav'n above, 
It fweetens Life and Death. 


Such is the Beauty of my Face, 


7 Jis with ſuch Glories cromm d, p 

| That Solomon's Glory maſt give Place L. 

To what ſhines me aronnd. 2 
As Tillies in the Vallies grom, 

So I the Vallies omnj; 

The Humble are my Hav 'n below, 

The Lowly are my Thrones. 


* 
6 5 
* # 


which is Solomows: 69 
12. No comely Perſons can Iſee he 
Bat whom > qe adorns; 6/1 4:1) al 


My C hurch a Lilly is to me, 
2 all the — are Thorns. 
77 The Charch.. 


None but a Jeſus, none but nge! 
He is the Chieteſt Good; L 
My Jeſus is an Apple- Tre, 
„ And others Barren Wood: EF 
He is a Shadow from the Heat | 
Of Conſcience, Wrath and Hell; 
He is true Manna, Heav'nly Meat, 
Which feeds his Iſr ael. 
The Shadow of his Sacraments 
Hath been exceeding good ; z 
Under that Shade a Feaſt I made 
Upon this Fleſh and Blood, #1233) 
4. My Chrift is like a Cellar ftor'd © - » - 
With ſweet and precious Wine. 
What Sweetneſs found I in my Lord 
When he ſaid, I am thine! 
As Souldiers to their Colours ſtand, 
And after them do move; 0/56 
So doth my deareft Lord command, EVN 
And —— me by his Love. 7 50 
5. Nothing but Glory can ſuffi ce 
The Appetite of Gracez | JV 
I long for Chriſt with reſtleſs Eyes, on 
1 3 for bis Face. 2 1914 


** 
_ 


70 "The Song of Songs 
O take me up, or let me Sup | | 
On Promiſes Divine; | 
Thoſe Apples from the Tree of Life, 
"Thoſe Flaggons full of Wine. | 
6. How am I Born, whilſt ſick of Love, 
In thoſe bleſt Hands of his? We; 
- His Left my Souls Support doth prove, 
His Right my Comtort is. | 
7. And whilſt his Love doth me enflame, 
Hear what a Charge I give: 
All ye that own his Sacred Name, 
Do not his Spirit grieve: | 
He is all Love, he is my Love, 
D do not him abuſe. KN" 
Do not again put him to Pain, 
Dear Chriſtians turn not Jews : 
Lord, leave us not; yet if thou wilt, 


Wich Tears we'll own thy Right; : 
But a Departure forc'd by Guilt, 
Makes a Tempeſtuous Night, 
8. My deareſt Saviour's Voice I hear, | 
ie comes on my Account; * 3 
Nothing ean ſtop his full Career, & 


No, not Corruptions Mount. 
9. My Lord makes haſte from Heav'n to 
And he himſelf preſents, 
To Men of a polluted Birth, 
By Word and Sacraments: _ 
Tho, like a Wall, our frail Eſtate 


Prevents a perfect Sight, 


- 


8 — 


which is Solomows. 28 Wo 2 | 
Yet thro his Ordinances Crate, YI 
Dart in ſome Beams of Light. 


10. My Lord to me did thus begin, 
Ariſe, my Love, and flee ; 
From World, F leſh, Satan, Self and Sin, || 
O come away to me ! 


11. Time was whenthou waſt cold anddead, ( 
An Heir of Wrath thou waſt, 

And Vengeance-Storms hung o'er thy Head, 
But thoſe ſad Daysare palt. 


12. The Flowers of Grace begin to ſpring 
In Thee fo hopetully, 

That all the Heav'nly Quire doth ſing, 
Glory to God on High, 


3. My Church, thou art my tender Plant, 5 
My Dews have nouri{h'd Thee; | 
Now thou art mine, now thou myſt grant 
Thy Fruit, thy Self to me. 


14. My heartleſs Dove, why: doſt thou fine | | 
And hide thy ſelf from me? 
Thou know'ſt not how I love a Saint, 

How —_— — ſhould'it he: 
Come, come re thy Lord a 
Thy Perſon j joys my Lehr. wie 
Let methy Prayersand Praiſes hear, 7 
Thy voice is my Delight. 1 


15. Ve Men of God, whoſe Charge i 1 
yd. In God's Courtsto attend; _ | 
5 x Reftraigh 


«7 The Song of Songs 
Reſtrain thoſe Enemies of his 
Which do his Church offend. | 
16. Mine, through my Faith, is my dear Lord, 
H., through his Love, amT ; | 
He feeds his People with his Word, 
Which taſtes moſt pleaſantly. 
17. He feeds them with his Word of Grace, 
Till Glortes Day appears; 
Which all the Shades away ſhall chaſe 
Of Sins, and Griefs, and Fears. 
Come Love, come Lord, come that long Day,! 
My earneſt Expectation ; 
| Shovel theſe Days out of the Way, 
Ih!beſe Hills of Separation. 


The VERSI ON 


__CHAP. III. The Church. 


II M whom my Soul doth love * / 
| By Night — my Bed ; 
5 1 ſonght him, but I found him not, N 
My SouPs Delight was fled. 
2. And ſlug I here? Til now ariſe 
And go about the Town ; 
| PII ſearch the Streets and Broader Ways - 
Dntil I find my own. | 
| 8 did I get, and out I went, \ 
My Deareſt to regain ; 
- But when I had my Labour ſpent, 
Alas? It was in kun. "er 
| : 3. Ing 
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which Is Solomon's: 


3- The City watch did light on me, 


Of whom I did enquire , 
In any Street, pray did ye ſee 
The Man whom I admire ? 
Tas but a little while that + 
Had from the Watch - men paſß d, 
But I did find my only Joy, 

And then I held 4 faſt; 

I held, and would not let him go 
Till I had brought him home 
Into my Mother's Houſe, and fo 

Into my Native Room. 

O Salem's Daughters, I charge 
£ Both by the Roc and Hind, ky 
Ye do not move nor wake my Love 
Until it be his Mind. 


The Daughters of Jeruſalem, 


6. What ſmoaky Pillars ſtrait from hene. 


Oat of that Deſart riſes, 


Perfum'd with Myrrh and 'Frankinſence, ” | 


And all the Merchants Spices ? 
The Church. 


7. Such Ornaments his Bed do grace 1 0 


As Solomon's Bed commend, 


Where Threeſcore Men of IfraPs e 


His valiant Guards attend. 


8. They all hold Swords couragioullyj} |/: 14 


They all know how to h igt; 1 7.5 
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74 The Song « Songs 


Each hath his Sword upon his Thigh, 
Becauſe of Fear i th, Night. LES 
The Chariot of King Solomon, 
| _ Which for himfelf had made, 
Was of the Wood of Lebanon, 
| Which Silver Pillars had. 
10. Gold was the bottom and above 
Rich Purple cover'd it; | | 
The midſt whereof was pav'd with Love, 
| For Salem's Daughter Fit. 
21 1. Look, Virgins, on King Solomon, 
His Crown fo Rich, ſo Gay, 
| Wherewih his Mother Crown'd him on 
: Hs Joyful Marriage-day. 


The Paraphraſe. 


CHAP. III. The Church. 


„O ce did I ſeek my deareſt Lord, 

p But with a ſleepy Mind; 

| His preſence he did not afford; 

. Slack Seekers cannot find. 

2. Shall I, ſaid I, forego my n. 

And ſocloſe up mine Eyes? 

No, no, he was ſo dearly miſt, 

T could not but ariſe. 

| My Bed was Thorns, no Bed for me, 
Nothing could give me reſt, 

Til I 204 deareſt Lord might lee, | 

And lean upon his Breaſt: 


. * * 
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which ig Solomon? 75 by 


Vhen private Means could not prevail, 
In publick 1 og; * 


waited till my Eyes did fail, 
Alas! I found kim not. 
. God's holy Watchmen did me find, 
Of whom 1 did enquire, 
Pray, can ye help my troubled Mind, 
Which doth a Chriſt deſire? 
) happy Stars, if ye might be 
My Guides to Jeſus now 
ers, did ye my Saviour ſee? 
Pray tell me where and how? JA 
cans muſt be us'd, but cannot heal 
Without a Sov'reign Word; 
hriſt only can himſelf reveal, 
And ſtill I lack d my Lord. 
. One dark Hour more I did ſuſtain, 
And then the Night was paſt; — 
ho had ſought — long in van, 
[ found my Lord, at laſt; Wy 70 
ound my Lord, and held him faſt, 
And would not let him part; 5 4! 
My New found Jeſus I embracd, 
And lodg d him in my Heart: 
I would not loſe my Chriſt again, 
And gain a Second Hell; 
My Prayers and Tears did him confrain * 
Wichm my Soul to d well: 
As Clouds are pierc'd with powerfil Light, 
* Beams thro? me did ſhine; - 


en 


76 - «The Song of duet 
His 4 Aſſemblies ſaw this Sight, 
And joy d that Chriſt was mine. 
5: Chriſt s Love my Heart doth ſo inflame, 
This Charge I needs muſt give, 
All ye that own his Sacred Name 
Do not his Spirit grieve. 
He is all Love, he is 12 Love, 
O do not him abuſe! 
Do not again put him to Pain, 
N Dear Chriſtians turn not Jews. 
| Lord, leave us not; yet if thou wilt, | 
; With Tears we'll own thy Right; 
But a Departure forc'd by Guilt | 
Makes a Tempeſtuous Night. 


N 440 Believers. 


* What Hear? mly Souls from Earth ariſe, 
| Aud do at Heaw's aſpire ! | 

' They mount, they ſoar, they fix their Eyes 
. On God their chief Deſire. 

|} Earth's Wilderneſs they nobly ſcorn, 

| + Whilſt others rake for it; | 

| Heav'#s Graces them do 2 Adorn, 

* "ow they for Heav's are fit. 


5 


} The Church. | 
7 Admire not me, but my dear Lord 
© ”" Whoſe Boſom gives me reſt ; 5 
|. Whoſe Angels watch with one accord, 8 
r me moleſt. 


which is Solomon. 


And ready do they ſtand, 

For to defend his Churches Right, 
When he ſhall them command? 
hen Darkneſs breeds tormenting Fear, 
Then Help comes from on High; 
ſtrength' ning Angel doth appear 

A midſt that Agony. 

Heavn is the high and glorious Throne | 
Of my moſt glorious Lord; | 

ho yet bn Earth rides up and down 

th Chariot of his W ond. 


As all his Saints do prove; 

ho of its true Intent are ſure, 

And find, its Heart is Love. | 
Go ye that own the higheſt Name, 


Behold a glorious Sew, & 5 | 


ww the Almighty ſpreads his Fame, 

And nay his way ee 
Eis mig King rides Conquering, 

His Worl goes forth Kerry bong 

Iich wobesand wins the Slaves of Sin; 

Both by its Foree and Light - 

ſe Slaves their Helliſh Lords forſake, 

\nd Chrift do humbly own ; 

das his Spouſe he them doth take, 

ind wears them as his Crown. 

Et was their Need, greater * Love, 
ng their i Nei, | | 


* 


Je 


A 
. Theſe Heav'nly Guards are full of Might, || 


>. His Word is Rich, and Strong, and Pore, | 


:Y 


—9 Ihe Song of 2 * 


As well the may, glad do they " | 
But not fo glad as he... 


= The VERSION... : 

„ CH AP. IV. Criſs. 

[ 0, thou art Fair, my only Love, 

| } My Love, lo! Thou put Fair; 

Thine Eyes are like thoſe of the Dee, 

| Within thy Locks of Hair. 

i Thy Hairy Are are like Goats Flocks,' 

1 Which from Mount Gilead look ; 

21. So are thy Teeth like well ſborn She 

Come from the Waſhing Brook, 

The pregnant are as well as Fair, 

| . For Fruits as well as View; | 
For each of them her Twins doth bear, 

| There's not one barren Ewe. 

3. Thy Lips are like a Scarlet. thread, 

I hy Speech is ſweet and fine, 

W ithin thy Locks thy Temples Red 

I. te broke Pomegranates ſhine. _ 

4. Thy Necks like to David's Toner, | 

i k Serong bailt, and raiſed high; 

=: Thouſand Shields for Men of Power 

| N Hung in that Armoury. 

. Thy Two Breaſts are like Two mn Rev 

is Well ſbap d, ind well agreed; 


1 
i 
| 
; 


F For they are, loving Twins, and FE: * 
$ 2 the Lilies feed. 1/3 fl 1 
1 15 lg * 


28 1 


nn 


4 
6. Until the Day haue cha#d ava * des | 
The Dusky Shades, Twill n 
Bet ale me to the Mount of dert; 8 | 
And to the Incenſe- Hill.” N * 
7. All over Fair, my Love, bod art, -- {8 
And ſo thou ſem ſt to me; K 


here is not one uncomely Part, | | 
Not one dark Spot, in the. 
2, Come Love, with me from Lebanon, | 
From Lebanon with me, de 
ince thou uni I are eh in One "PE | 
Thy Lebanon Pl! be. KIM 1 
rom Shenir's T op, Path Hermon ut, 

And ſrom Amana high; | WE, 
[hoſe Lions Dens muſt foro, etl nos, 

And where the Leopar 

. My Spouſe, my Siſter, 75 haſt gur! 

4 perfect Victory 
ver mj Heart by thybright Chain, 

And by thy brighter Eye, 
o. How Fair and Bledſant i is 19 Lore: -— LH 

My deareſt Spouſe to me! AN _ 
) how I prize it far above © 1 

The _— Wines that le! - 4 £570 
} how in Siſter's Ointments ſmell ! 15 
What Sweetneſs do they pied? 
Roe! * ple 2 


aſant Scent doth far excel ' 
5 The ſweet Arabian eld. 25 SO oa 1 y 
J Thy Lips drop lite the Howes %, 
* e, dez 1 u 22d 
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DN | 
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rr rr — * 
- * 
— 1 — ——— — ne 


ö 1 [mel the Smells of Lebanon from 
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The Garments of my $ pouſe.. 


12. Mz Siſter and my Spouſe i 1 255 


That ſhe may be ſuppos'd, © 

A Spring ſbut ap, 4 Fountain ſeabd,” 
A Garden well inclos d. 

13. Thou baſt « pleaſant Nurſery, 
Where feet Pomegranates grow, 

And Fruits which pleaſe both 1 aſte and Eye, 
| There too the Spices ſlom. 

14. As Camphire, Spilenard, ] Calamus, 
Saffron and Cinamon, 

Mhrrh, Aloes and Incenſe Trees, 
Witheach Spice of Renown. 


| 15. 4 Garden fountain is my Love, 


A Living Well is ſhe, 


Lite Lebanon's Streams which ſwiftly move, 


_ aown to Jordan fee. 


The Church. 


16, Am Ia Garden, Then, O North, 
Awake, and on it breathe / 

Thy quick*ning Breath will ſummon forth 
The Odours from Beneath. 

Am I a Garden? Then O South, 
Come, on this Garden blow ! | 

One Sovereign Blaſtout of thy Mouth 

Will make its Spices flow), 

Then, then, into his Paradiſe, 


I my Beloved, FR, 


which is Solomons. . 8 
And eat his Fruits, and get his Spice, |} 
And count hiinſelf at home. 


The Paraphraſe. 
CHAP. IV. Grin. 
. T deareſt Church, I do admire 
The Beauties of thy Mind, 

So Meek, ſo Harmleſs, ſo Entire, 
So Loyal and ſo ind. 
vn thy Profeſſion I eſteem, 
Becauſe it ſprings from Grace, 
hich makes thee yet wore comely ſeem, © 
. Thy Paſtors, which prepare thy Food, 
Do in their Minds agree : 
heir Lives and Doctrines both are Good, 
And bring much Fruit to m. © 
, Thy Speech ſo ſeaſon d is with Grace 
That many Hearts it moves ; | 
Ind Graces colour in thy Face 
Its great Advantage proves. 8 
. Thy Faith which joins thee to thy Head, | | 
Doth ſhield thine inward Parts ; a -3.4 
his Shield hath oft eætinguiſbed n 
The Devil's fiery Darts. 5 
The Two Breaſts of thy Teſtaments, 
1 friendly do accord; 
I 


Nouriſhment and (weet Content | 
To nem. born Babes afford. Wi" | 
: . F 3 | 98 The ö j 
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An 


2. The Song of 5 
Te Cries 4 diſtreſſed Sou 1 1405 
Tyeſe 4 of fee ire Fg | 
Theſe Breaſts make 440 whom Sin makes Jas, 
Theſe Breaſts the Hungry fl. 
6. The Word is here the Chaxches. Fare, 
And Faith the Chat ches Lale. 1 
Til Shatles gie way to G lories P 1 
Ten (ball [belive by Sils: 1 vs 5 | 
Mean while my gracibus ene br 
Her dear Aſſemblies fils 
Her Prayers ſhall be moſt meet to me," H 
Sweet as the Tncenſts Hull 
| Mean while my glorious: 8 4 
Fill Head n, that ene 5 Nan. 
Wher: Cherabims and 20% gerbe x7] vil 
Their Hallelajahs ſound. | 
7. My deareſt Church, how — thee, 
On whom no Sin remain | 
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V) Blood apply'd hathpurifi'd\ « : 

i - 7 hee from thy Guilts and San. . 
j Thou art to me as ne now; 3” 
And tho thoa ſinneſt flill, = 7 
| | | Grace keeps thee in, thou can 22 not jo, | | 
© With full Conjentof Wi 1 
! Let my Fair Glories eie 
1 To come atong with ne; 24 4 Th 
[| Forſut thine earthly: Paradiſe, 1 
Thy Paradife Pl ve. oO 13 
q Birth Fleaſares, Ricles, Fr razr and Io aun, 


Aue e dee in me; 1 . Ps 
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| N which is\Solomoms. 1, 85 


| ) that thou kuew'ft how good 1 am! W 
Come now and taſte and fee. | 
This World's an howling H. Haderneſs, 1 
Fil d with the Beaſts of. Prey ; ENS 
14 hilt that they rage, 70ar, and oppreſs, 
Os Canaan fix thine "Eye. g 


9. NM, Heaven: born Spouſe, whom ] ele, 
J Jey and Crown thou art: 
hine Eye of Faith, thy Chain of Grace, Ny 
Have overcome my: Heurt. 


10. My Deareſt $ poaſe of Hear hy N = 
Love is more to me „ 
Than all the Pleaſures of the Earth 
And Sweet thy Graces be. 


11. Thy * in thy Heart are . 
And ſweetly do they flom; 15 
Thy Works do ſuch a Savour ſpread, | | 

A, Lebanon's Spices do. 


12: ' Diſguiſed to the World tho £o 7 
Heaven in 4 | 
To me thou runs, is me thos je *. 
Mone knows thy Worth:but I. 
IA. thou art mine, ſo I am thine, 
My Love doth guard thy Heart; 
Thy Heart's with me, my Love's with phes, 
My Church, how 7 fe thow art! 
$13, 14. My Charch thou e ch 15 
1. Where Fruits 17 4 grow, as 


Tn) PC — —ů —— 


: Fa air are thy Fruits, and from thy Wy. 
5 by tender Plants thy bildren are, by 


| And with its Gales refreſb the ſame, 
* And when thy Spirit thus hath blown, 


| Then let my deareſt Lord come down, 


Furniſh the Table of my Heart, 


| The Song of Songs - 
The ſweete# Odours 


Their Grace, Fruits and Spice; 
Lum the Tree of Life in thee, 
"My Church, my Paradiſe. 
15. Thou art a Spring, which to thy Plants 
Doñ thy pure Streams deribesʒ 


| Under hin Eye and Miniitry 8 | 


Thy bleit Aſſemblies thrive, 
T he Church. 
16, My Lord, if Ta Garden am, 
Then let thy Spirit blow, 


And make my Graces flow. 
And I do flouriſh moſt, 
And feed upon his Coſt. 


80 poor I am, ſo great thou art, 
Abee, Lord, how can I ſcalt > 


| Then come and be my Gueſt. : 
The VERSION. 
CHAP. v. del. 


— 


be: 15 come into a Paradiſe, 


My Siﬀer and ny Spouſe ; 
1 ve gather d of my Myrrh and wb © 
. Plich in my egen . 


= i 
1 *X | 


| which is Solomorys. 87 | ; 


My Honey-comb and Honey too 

Have bo my ſweet Repat; 
ly Wine, my Milk, which bere do fon, 
Have cheer'd my Heart and Tate. 

My Friends and dear Companions, © 
Come feaſt your ſelves with me; 
Drink, O my Well-belowed Ones, 

Te, Drink abundantly. 


The C harch. * 


>. I ſleep, but yet my Heart doth wake ; 
| Heark, my Beloved One 
och Knock and Call. I can't miſtake 
His Knock, his Tread, his Tone: 
Open to me, my Father's Child, 
Open to me, my LovL x, & } 
Open to me, my UndefiPd, & 0; | 
| 
[ 


Opea to me, my Dove; | "4812 1 
Open to me, that wait for thee; | 
My Head is fill'd with Dew, - 
und all my Locks with Ev'ning Drops; ö 
Let's have an Enterview. » 
My Coat is off, and how ſhall I 
Fut on my Coat again? | 
Fhould I come ger the duſty Floor, da 
My waſhed Feet to ſtain? ; | 
My Deareſt then b 3 the md hole 
His willing Hand di Fo 
hich — I did perce betray my Soul 
ka uch d with Grief and Love. - 


— 


| 
Round ws | 


8 The Song of Songs | 
. Rouz'd by this Paſſion 1 did tir, (34a IRR 
And anſwer'd to his Call; 
My. Hands and Fingers dropp'd with nt 
Which from the Lock did fall 
6. Then did I open to my Dear, 
; But he (alas!) Was gone; 
He whom I did ſo lately hear, 
| _ Mcthoughts I was$undone! 
I fought him whom my Soul ador'd, 

But him I could not have; TE 
| I calt@andcry'q, myLove, my Lord! * 
Bnxt he no anſwer gave. > 
| 7. Then did the cruel City-watch' 
l Smite me, and wound me 1 | 
The Keepers of the Wall did warn W |: 
| Away the Veil Lanes 4's eee 
| 


8. O Daughters of Jeruſalem! | [. 

I charge you if ye fiad iti ft 5 
My glorious Dear, that he ay hear 02 
i My _ afifts my Mind. 


| | "7 e D aughtes kenden, | 1. 
9. W Jew is this Des of di,, 
10 0 Faire ſt let us know? | un e 

it Wherein does thine Others oat l. 

That tbou aoſt charge us ſo? DIA Al \ 


p 

H 
eee pow 1ilf 'D 
'. 10. My dear Delight is Red {and Whit, 10 


907 } 


? 


— is Solomoms. N | 
o ſweet a  Graice adorns his Pate, >s oi 
x Ten Thouſand he out- goes. ain ei ed! i 
II. His Head is like the fineſt Gold, | | 
And curled Locks doth Weir 


Which dothe Ravens Cour hold, OE. 
So comely is his Hair. if; © 

12. His Eyes are like the Ayes of Di 8 
Which on the Banles are met, i 
ind do the Streams of Water lobe, vi $ 
Milk waſht and fitly ſer. * de er A 


3. His Checks are like a ſpicey Bec, 
Where all Perfumes. do meet 3 


His Lips like Lillies, whence is "_ "I 
The Myrch that (So Sheet.» F 


14. His Hands are like the Gh, : 110 -2 
In Rings of Gold :diſj play'd, | 


His Belly is lixe ivory r ght, aa * 7; 2521 
With Sapphires overlacd. . 35251 . 1 / 
15. His Legs like Marble Pillars a ae a * 


On Golden Sockets ſet, Ne 
| His Face like Lebanon, ismoſt Fair, — 4 


Like Cedars molt complet. . 
His Mouth is moſt exceeding Sweet, Ni 
. Vea, he is wholly ſo; IN 


| Down from his Head unto his Feet 
With Sweetneſs he doth flow. oy 9 
0 Salem's Daughters, this is he” 41 
whom ye . eee { 


% 


| = 23 The Song of tings Y 
Ihis is the Friend that loveth me, 


This is my Heart's Deſire. 
The Para phraſe.” 


HAB. V. Crif 

1. T Love (my Deareſt) hath me brough 
M 1 2 thou f/f ford 1 
which my Hand hath wrought, 
1720 Sous Delight. | 
Thou art 4 Kane, which with thy Wine Fr 
BothGod and Man aoft cheer ? » | 
Feed on the Fruits prepar di in thee, h 
A conſtant ay is there. by I 

" The Charch. h 

2. Such Drowſineſs doth me poſſeſs, | 
I live and yet I die; =» 
Some Life I have, no Livelineſs, 
How Dark and Cold am iI 
Here in the Dark and Deep I grope, 


Who us d to live above; | 
Where is my Faith ? Whereis my Hope ? 
Where is my wonted Love? 


It is no Stranger's Voice I hear, 


| 

I know it is my Lord's; b b 

He knocks both at my Heart and Bar, | 

' Theſe are his loving Words; 
Open to me, my Father Child, 

Open to me, my Love, | 6 

Open to me, my Undefild, _ | 


1 om tome, my. Dove. i) 


which 15 Solomon. 
gracious Patience hath' ſtood © 
Long waiting at thy Door; 
ain would I enter for thy Good; 
Slight not thy Saviour. 
, One would have thought ſuch melting 
Should break an Heart of Steel, ( Words 
gut I ( Alas!) ſo ſtupid was 
Their Force I did not feel: 
y Anſwer was to this Effect, 
Lord now I am at Eaſe ; - 6 
Ind Lord, it I ſhould thee reſpe&Q$ 
My Friends I ſhould diſpleaſe: 
hy Service, Lord, would coſt me dear, 
The World would memoleſt, 
hy heavy Croſshow can I bear ? 
Do not Diſturb my reſt. >  — 
| wy Lord to this made no Reply, 
Only 81 v/ 


—— 


on me he caſt ' T0 
fad and a rebuking Ey, 
On which this Senſe I paſs'd ; [22 
oſt thou my Patience thus requite,'-- | 
To _ it n ot : 1 
oſt all my Love and Sufferings flight? 
look d for better Fare; Je . N i 
his ſtirr'd my Love, my Griefand Same, 
Which put me to much Pain, 
That I reſolv'd whatever came, 
To own my Chriſt again, FIN 
ccurſt Temptations, be ye gone, ile 
And do not me refirain ; chill 


— 


— — — eng ron> 
> " 


"go CThevonrdg 28 
Satan Avaunt, 2 me alone, | 
Pl have my Chriſt again: 
This Reſolution gave ſome b 
Io my diſtreſſed Mind; 
My Grietsdid then begin toceaſe 13 
. When I to Chriſt inclin'd: | 
6. — when I did my ſelf »ddreſs | \ 
S... Saviour to embrace, | 
For my Unworthineſs | 
" Saviour hid his Face. 3 by 
For he is Great as wellas Good, | ! 
And will not be diſdain'd ; 
Then his kind Words, which 1 withſtood, / 
My Conſcience ſorely pain'd : 
O then I wiſhd a Thouſand times 11 
That J had been ſo wiſe, 
VB Toſhake off my Security 533 0 ] 
When Chriſt bade me ariſe. 
I ſought him daily in his Word, - 
But him I could not have 
I calbd and cryd, my Love, my. Lord! ! 
But heno anſwer gave. 
9, Earth did oppreſs whom Heav'n foro \ 
Nothing but GriefI-found, _ 
For they who to my Soul ſhould look 
My Soul did pierce and wound. 
Their Words and Deeds did both conſpire ] 
!! Togrieve my grieved Heart; 
TheirScorns.andJears were SwordsandSpea ; 
Which did increaſe —— 0's Naß 
5 Bi 


ieh 18 de Omon?s 


Hut i ſtill my greateſt Wound was Ni 
My Lord I could not find itt 
Had I my Lord I ſhould not care 0 
Tho? others prov'd unkind. 2 if 
. Another Cour ſe . rook, 1 
I did repair to thoſe = 
Who Sion. wards do often look, 
And did my Caſe propoſe. 
Bleſt Souls, ſaid I, who oſt attend 
Art the Almighty” Court, 09; 
My Caſe to you I — commend. 
That you may it report: 
| [A Lord I have, or rather had, 
My Well beloved Onez 
His Preſence us'd to make me glad, 
But, Ah, my Lord is gone! 
It when you pray he ſhould acquaint 
You with his Love and Grace, 
Tell him from me, my Heartdath faint 
and languiſh for his Face. 
9. Who is, .faid they, this Lord of thine? 
O Faieſt, let us know o. 
* | Wherein does thine Others cave, is 
That thou doſt charge us fo; 
10. My deareſt Lord is White ad Res, 
White thro' his Purity, 
Red thro? his Blood which he did EY 4 
For ſuch an one as I. i4 
Was he not Red, but only White,” IO 144 1 
The Lally, not the Roſe/, ono 


* - 0 
* 
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92 De Song of SOngs* 

i j He might delight the Angels Sight, | 

| But I am none of thoſe. W 
Was he not White, bur only Red, 

j A Sufferer for his Sin, 

His Blood would reſt upon bis Head, 

| Nor could I Joy therein: 

| But my dear Lordi is White and Red, 


This Mixture pleaſeth mae; 

For, for my Sins he ſuffered” -. 
Wuben he from Sin was free. L 
What a reviving Sight is this? THC 

A righteous Saviour's Blood; 


# The Bath of Sin, the Spring of Bliſs, 
MMoſt Pure, moſt Sweet and Good. 
The fond inchanted World admires 


| * — Idols here — 
1 eir creeping, grovelling, poor, Deſires | 
heir Chi in Minds — yu ; 
1 Did but my glorious Lord appcar, 1 
DO did they him but know, 4 
1 | What formerly their Glories were, et 
Would be no longer ſo. 8 
| The lefſer Lights all diſappear -- 46 


When once my Sundoth ſhine; H 
bi And tho Ten Thouſand Lords ee 1 
None could be like to mine. 
N Lord he is the King of Kings, 
1 he Faireſt of all Fairs: : 


3 — Things | 
| What's 


None with my Lord compares. 


which is Solomon's. 
That's your thick Clay? Your Stones bring 
Which ye your Jewels call; 
y Lord, he is of real Worth, 
And goes beyond them all. 


1. His Godhead and his Government 
Are infinitely Pure, 
oft Glorious, and moſt Excellent, 
And ever ſhall endure. 


2. His is a pure and piercing Eye, 
Thro' all the Earth it moves, 
hich the dark Hypocrite doth ſpy, 
And ſecret Good approves. 


3. His Cheeks appear moſt bright and Clear 
When he himſelf doth ſhow z; 7 
ethinks I in a Garden walk 
Where Flowers and Spices grow. 
hen he doth my Affections ſtir, 

And ſpeaks unto my Mind, - 

thinks the Lillies drop with Myrch, 

Such Savour do I find. 5 
ſweet a Grace adorns his Face, | 

His Face like Heav'n doth ſhine ; 

d O what Muſick do I hear 

hen he ſaith, I am thine! 9 

His Hands are like to Rings of Gold; 
he Works of my Dear Lord, 

Bright and Comely to behold; 

is Works fulfil ns Gs N 


The 


93 | 
( forth N 


4. hs. 
C Ty 


f 


F 
r Ab ———ðꝛDlñ 


N 8 PE: = 
— — — — — — 
— - _ IR - — _ — ho 


* 
— 
5 — — 


- ow 
PO — 


G 
* 


1 


— 


1 94 1 The Song of Songs 


The tender Bowels of his Love 
How precious they be! 


When am griev'd his Bowels move, 


And loudly plead for me. 


The ſweet Proceedings of my Lord 
Are like his Purpoſes; 


Holy and Pure, and Firm and Sure, 


Both Love and Stedfaſtneſs. 


His Countenance Majeſtical 
All Rev'rence doth command; 
If he but frowns on us we fall, 


But if he ſmiles we ſtand. 


16. His Mouth is moſt exceeding Sweet, Þ 


All Sweetneſs like an Hive; 
One Word of his like Honey is, 
O how it doth revive; 


As I begun ſhould I go on 
My deareſt Lord to Limn, 

Vou'd ſay, all Sweets compacted are 
And ſummed up in him. 


My Lord is Larger than Deſires, 
Fairer than Words can ſhow ; 


One comely Part fond Earth admires, 


i. 
if 
: 


My Lord is wholly fo. 
O Heat?'n born Souls, this, this is he 
Of whom ye did enquire; . - * 
This is the Friend that loveth me, 
This is my Heart's Defice, + 


7% _ CY, © 5 


which is Solomon's. 95 


The VERSI ON, ſp 

HAP. VI. The Daughters of Jexuſalem, 

1. H Arreſt of Fairs, if thus it be, U 
| O whither is he gone ? 

Tell us, that we may ſeek with thee ; I 

This thy Beloved One. 1 

The Church. | | 


2. Down to his Garden he is gone, 
Where Beds of Spices are, 
hat be may feed and feaſt thereon, 
And gather Lillies there. 

. Tam my Well-beloved Ones, 

et, My Well. beloved's mine, 
e feeds and treads in pleaſant Meads, 
Where the bright Lillies ſhine. 
3 Chriſt. | 

. My Love, like Tirzah, thou art Neat, 

Andlike Jeruſalem, Boy 
Ind like an Army ſo compleat, 
Men fly for Fear of them. | 

. O turn away thine Eyes from me, 


—— — 


— — 
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Thy bright and ſparkling Eyes, q A 
No bear ſo great Felicity, 8 4 
My Strength doth not (uffice,” EE 


by hairy Locks are like Goats Flocks 
Which from Mount Gilead look ; 
. So are thy Teeth like well-ſhorn Sheep 
Come from the — . 
3 2 


8 


s The Song of Songs 
* They Pregn ant are as well as Fair, 


For Fruit as well as View, © * 


For each of them her Twins doth bear, 
There's not one barren. Ene. 


7. As broke Pomegranate ſeemethi Rea, 
And ſhines exceedin "5 clear, 
4 


So do the Temples of t Head 
Within thy Locks appear, 


8. Thrice Twenty (Queens together ſand, 


And Fourſcore, Concubines, 
And Virgins like the nunb rous Sand, 
Which to the Sea adjoins. 


j 9. Myſpotleſs Dove ſhe is but one, 


The Darling of her Mother, 
VV ho loves and prizes her alone, 
She knows not ſuch another. 


The Daughters ſaw her comely Lines, 
And Nai her lovely Face; 

Tea, all the Queens and Concubines | 
Admir'd her beanteous Grace. 


to. Vl hat Morn looks forth? VVhat Moon isthe 

- VVhat Sun may yonaer be? | 

Fierce Troops with Flags M7 4 fen, 
O what 4 One is ſhe! _. 


11. To the Nut-Garden * I went + 
” To ſeethe Fruits below, 

1 J hether the Vines their Grapes did vent, 
| And the Pomegranates grow. 


12. ö 


which is Solomows. 99% } 
2. My Soul gave me a ſudden Tit, 
And made me nimbly ſlide, | io 
ike thoſe ſwift Chariots in which 
Amminadab did ride. 
3. Return, return; O Shulamite, 
Return, return apace 
hat we may look with much Delight 
Upon thy glorious Face. 
hat in the Shulamite I pray 
Do ye expett toſee ? 5 oo 
vo Armies ſet in good Array! "4.36 2 
Even ſuch a one is ſhe. — 


The Paraphraſe. 
CHAP. VI. The Church. 


Hilſt thus my deareſt Lord I bus 80 
As I could do no leſs, 8 1 

hey heard, they look'd, they ſtood amaz d 9 

At my great Happineſs. -, 

nd when I ceas'd they thus rede 

O Faireſt we muſt needs 52 

ongratulate thy bleſt Eſtate, 

Which ours ſo far exceeds. 

that we were in ſuch a Caſe 

As we perceive thou art ! 

that our Souls might find a Place 

In thy Beloved's Heart! 

hither is thy Beloved gone ? 

Pray, let us go with thee, 


{ : a 
* G 3 * 
: 
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| 5 98 mw 4 The Song of Songs „ 
Jo ſeek thy Well beloved One, 


| 

i Wbhoſe Face we fain would fee. ; 
2. If you my deareſt Lord would ſee 7 
Ihen go unto his Court b 
Look where his Saints aſſembled be, | 


Thither you muſt refort : | 
For they his Pleaſure- Gardens are, 


— 
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[ Where he delights to be, 
| They are his Comfort and his Care, 
1 There you my Lord may ſee. 
| Some Souls he breeds, and ſome he feeds, 
1 Others he doth remoye 8 
| Hence from his lower Gardens, to 
. His Paradiſe above. 
| 3. I am my Well-beloved Ones, 


My Well-beloved's mine; 
Tome his Love a Feaſt doth prove 
Beyond the richeſt Wine. 


| Clif. 

4. My deareſt Church, on whom I ſee 
Fair and Royal Stamp, | 
WW Al Sweetneſs join'd with Majeſty, 
| Thou art both Court and Camp. 


5. Thy Prayers are Arms, thy Praiſes Charms, 

; Thy Love is like a Dart; 
Thy Faith andGraces are ſo ſtrong 

i They overcome my Nurt. 

Thy fair Profeſſion I eſteem, 
Ml. Becauſe it ſprings from Grace, 


Which 1S BC OMONes. 


hich makes thee yet more comely ſeem, 
As Hair Adorns the Face. 
Thy Paſtors which prepare thy Food 
Do in their Minds agree, 
heir Lives and Doctrines both are Good, 
And bring much Fruit to me. 
, Thy Countenance ſo ſhines with Grace, 
That many Hearts it moves , 
Ina Graces Colour in thy F. ace 
Its great Advantage proves. 
. The World preſents its glorious Shes 
Bat what are thoſe to me? | 
» my dear Church, my 0hly Spouſe, 
All Glories do I ſee. 

. Earth's Pride would ſoon confounded be 
Should but my Spouſe appear 
ho to her Mother and to me 
Is ſo exceeding dear. 

Her noble Birth and real Worth 
Have gain'd her ſo much Fame, 
The greateſt Princes of the E arth 

Have prais'd her worthy Name. 

10. Her Sweetneſs join d with Ma elt 
Her Preſence much endear d; 

er Power with her Parity 

Made her both lovꝰd and fear d. 

III. I have been with my new born Saints, 
I have been down to ſee 

hat Buds were on mj lender Plants, 


. VVhat Ho 50 Fa or me. 2 | 
of 0 G4 # 12. VVhen | 


je VERSION. 
CHAP. vn. Griff, F 
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i 12. When my Dear Church I hid my y Face 


"8 My Bowels yearn'd when thou ataſt cry, 


| To haſte apace and ſhew my Face 
Fl To thygrievd Soul again. 
1 13. Return; return, my deareſt Charch, 


N 


ne N 
Thou did 'ſt thy ſelf bemoan; 
I did but prove thy 22 Love 


When thou thought" 1 was gone. 
My Love aid me conſtrain, 


Return, return to me, 


The Heat? nly Quire and ] deſire 


ll _ Thy Bleſſed Face to ſee. 
+ My Feav'nly Hoſt, if jemould know 1 
My Churches State and Caſe, | 

She is LES Hoſt below, . 
And of an awful Grace, | 

d0 


Daughters of 4 Prince, how Fair 1 
Are both thy Shooes and Feet 


s 
| Thy oints and Thighs like Jewels are, 


rought by a Hand Diſcreet. 

2. Thy Ravel 4s a Cap compleat 1 
W 20 Ligour doth abound; * 

| Thy Beliy's 2 an Heap of Wheat, | 5. 

N 1 2 Lillies do ſurround. 

i I Thy Two Breai#s are like Two Joung Ras, 14 
Wa 4 d and well agreed, * 


| 
| 
| 
i 
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which is Solomon. 101 
0th which are loving T wins, and thoſe 
Among the Lilies feed. g 2 
. Thy Neck like Ivory is moſt Fair, 
And like a Tower moſt Straight; 
Thine Eyes like Heſhbon-Pools, which are 
Hard hy Bath-Rabbim Gate. 
[hy Noſe is like to Lebanon's Tower, 
The Tower which doth command | 
Damaſcus-tomn, the chiefe## Flower _ 
Of all the, Syrian Land. 64.540 
Thine Heal on thee like Carmel i is, | 
Thine Hair like Purple ſtain d, 
[hy Galleries ſo take hi Eyes, 
The King is their det ain'd, 
h. How Farr art thou, how Flag a 7 
M Love unto my Sight ; 
ho ſweetly grac'd in every Part, 
Thou art my whole Delight. _ 
7. Unto a Palm: tree I compare SY N 
Thy Stature Straight and Fine; A | 
[hy Breaits appear bath Full and Fair, 
Like Clutter of the Vine. 
J ſaid I will this Palm-tree climb, 
15 't ſearch her Branches well; _ 
* — 25 all now like C laiters ſoew, 
%% Noſe like Apples ſmell. 
. Thy Pee s 440% choiceſt Nine 
Which for my Friend I keep, n 
WV hich ſweetly 5 iy and cadſeth thoſt . > 
* 8 . er 
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Tube C harck. 


10. I am my Well. beloved's own, 
And he is wholly mine; 
The Stream of. his Affection 
Doth towards me in incline. 
. Come, my Beloved, let us go 
| Tato the Fields abroad; 
And in the Villages below 

Let's take up our Abode. 

12. Let's get up Early in the Morn, 
And to the Vineyards go, | 
To ſee what Fruits the Trees adorn, 

1 Whether the Vine doth grow: 

Wbether the tender Grapes appear, 

And the Pomegranates thrive, 

{The Hopes of the enſuing Year ) 

ſj} There thee my Loves I'II give. 

. 13. Thy Mandrakes ſmell, and at our Door 

1 | All pleaſant Fruits there Wc 243: 7. 
ö 


Both New and Old, which are my Store 
Laid up, my Love, for thee. 


bi The Paraphraſe. F 
li CHAP. VII. Chrif. * 
| I x. Daughter of the Mighty God, p 
„ | How comely are thy Feet? : 
With Goſpel-preparation ſhod, I 


Jil © Carriage how * 
Wh ”7 ba 2. Thos 


which in Solomoms. 105" 
Thou art both Fair and fruitful too, 
Great Numbers thou doſt breed, 


hich with good Meals the Word and Seals 
Thou liberally doſt feed. 


. The Two Breaſts of thy Teſtaments 

. Moſt ſriendly do accord. 

hich Noariſhment and ſweet Content 

To nem- born Babes afford. 
The Cries of a diſtreſſed Soul 

Theſe Breaſts of Comfort ſtill ; | 
Theſe Breaſts make glad whom Sin makes ſad, . | 

Theſe Breaſts the Hungry fill. *A þ 


4. Thy Faith is thy ſtrong Fort and Tower, 
Thine Underſtanding clear; . 


Thy jadging and diſcerning Power » 
Informs when Danger's near. 
ThyC hriſt, thy Head of Eminence, 
oy All others doth exceed ; 
Thy Chriſt, thy Head of Influence, 
Thy Grace doth keep and feed. 


5. When thine Aſſemblies exerciſe 


Their Graces freely given, 


The Ring walks in thoſe Galleries 
As in another Heaven, 


6. My Church who art moſt New, moſs Fs; | 
How Dear art thou and Sweet, HOP Ae 
In whom all Sweets compacted are, 


all I= whom all Graces meet? 
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104 The Song of Songs 
7. Under thy Weight thou flouriſbeſt 
As the ſtout Palma dot hh; 
$77 Charch, the more thou art depreft, 
The greater is thy gromth. 
The Breaſts o 5 thy Two Teſtaments, 
| Like Cluſters of the Vines, 
| Are full of Juice, which for th y Uſe 
Tield Store of Heawnly Wine. 
8. When I perceiv'd thy Soul to thrive 
L.ile to afruitful Tree, 
i Then | drew near, that I might chear 
Ad joy my 2 in thee. 
Mor 44 Iempty-handed come, 
Bat added to thy Store; 
| God's Word came then more near and bome 
i Thy Graces ſcented more. 
9. Thy 2 is like the choiceſt Wine, 
So lovely and ſo Strong, 
u makes the Sinners Heart Divine, 
Ana ſanctiſes his Tongue. 


[| . — The Church. 


70. © My deareſt Lord's Aſſection, 
I cannot but admire 
155 i am my Well-beloved's own, 
lam his Hearts Deſire. 
11. W ee wich my Lord could talk, 

3 ſpend both e 

Come, 1 let us together wa TY 
0 Ler us rogerher * | 
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which is Solomon's. 105 


. Come let's go ſee what Fruits and Flowers 
Adorn thy Garden-place, 
nder the Sun-ſhine and the Showers 
Of Days and Means of Grace. 
ould I but ſee thy Children Spring, 
And in an happy Frame, 
) how ſhould I rejoice and ſing, 
And love thee for the ſame ! 
Thy Saints their Services preſent, 
Which of ſweet Savour be; 
daints New and Old within my Tent 
Arc kept for Hedv'n and ny 


CHA P. VIII. The e | 


. I Would to God thou wert as near 
To me as is my Brother, 
hat filld the Lap and ſuck'd the Papy © 
Of my moſt tender Mother. | 
hen l without ſhould light onthee,  - ; 1055 j 
Then I thy Lips would kifs; © 46 
ea, I ſhould not deſpiſed be, Ae 
Nor diſeſteem'd for this. | 
2. Id bring thee to myMother's Tent, L 
Who would * me there; Ws 
Pomegranate-wine of pleaſant (cent DVI 
Sbould be thy Royal Fare. 2 
3- His Left Hand underneath my Head 
| * lovingly be plac'd, 1745 % 
me His 


—. 


106 he Sone of Songs 
His Right Hand o'er me ſhould be ſpread 
- Thus ſhouldI be embrac d. ; 
4. Ye Daughters of Jeruſalem, 
Tis you charge and bind, 
Not once to move or wake my Love 
"  Umil it be his Mind. 


The Daughters of Jeruſalem. 


5. Out of the Deſart doth aſcend 

A comely Sight to ſee, 

One leaning on her deareſt Friend, 
O what à one is ſhe! \ 


Te Church. 


Under the ſhady Apple: tree 
Thee did I raiſe and rear; 
Thy Mother travelld there with thee, 
hy native Place was there. 
6. O ſeal thine Image on mine Heart, 
oO ſealit on mine Arm, 
For Love, like Death, doth caſt its Dart, 
18 And Jealoufie is warm : 
1} ?Tislike the Grave, whoſe keen Deſire 
Nothing can ſatisfie; 
The Coals thereof are Coals of Fire 
That flame moſt vehemently. 
7. Waters can't quench Love'sF lame, nor Fool 
Can Love's Height overflow; 
If one for Love would give his Goods, 
The Price would be too low. 


which is Solomows. to7 
The Jewiſh Church. . 

$. No Breaſts on our ſmall Siſter grow, 
Nor is ſhe yet admir d; 

What ſhall we for our Siſter do, 
When ſhe ſhall be deſir d? 


8 :: 
9. Well build on her a Silver Court, 
If ſhe a Wall ſhall be; © 
Or if a Door, her we'll ſupport 
With Boards of Cedar Tree. 


| The Jewiſh Church. 


10. T am a Wall both Strong and Tall, 
My Breaſts like Towers are round; 
(I then his Sight did much delight, 
As one that Favour found. ) q 
Chriſt. Be he 
11. At Baal-Hammon Xing Solomon 
A Vineyard did poſſeſs; * e! 
Leger he ſent to the Intent 
They might his Vinezard dreſs : - 
And thus with them he did agree, 
That for the Fruit it gave 
A Thouſand Silver Pieces he 
Of each of them ſhould have. 
12. My Vinegard which belongs to me 
I know not how to ſpare, © © 
It ever les before mine Eyes, 
' It is my conſtant Care, 


VP, 


* 108 The Song of Songs 
Bat thou, O Solomon, muſt have 
7 A Thouſand for thy Gains; 
Aud thoſe that keep its Fruit may crave 
Two Hundred for their Pains. 
13. And now Farewel thou that doit _ 
I Gardens here below; 
As thy Companions hear thy Voice 
So let me hear it too. 
The Church, 
14. Haſte my Beloved like a Roe 
[ Which ſoon her Courſe fulfils; 
O that thou wert like a young Hart 
T Upon the Spicy Hills! 
The Paraphraſe. 4 
CHAP, VIII. The Church. fl 


ORD, that thou wert as near to me 
[ As is my Mother's Son, 
duch Freedom ſhould I have with tlice 
As if we both were One. 
I would impart my very Heart 
[1 [ To one that was ſo near, 
Whoſe Nearneſs ſhould advance my Love 
1" Above all {laviſh Fear. 
2. God's Holy Church, my Mother Dear, 
1 Should me ſuch Lectures read; 
I ſhould provide ſuch Heav'nl Chear, 
Whereon Shs lov'it to feed, 
* And then ſhouldſt thou thy Love diſplay, 1 
The Riches of thy Grace, mA h 
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which is Solomon's. 109 

hy Left Hand then my Head ſhould ſtay, 
Thy Right my Heart embrace. 

| Chriſt's Love my Heart doth fo inflame, 
This Charge I needs muſt give, 

l ye that own his Sacred Name 

Do not his Spirit grieve. | 

ord, leave us not; if yet thou wilt 

With Tears we'll own thy Right; 

ut a Departure forc'd by Guilt 

Makes a tempeſtuous Night. 


| Weak Chriſtians. 
What ſtrange aſpiring Souls are thoſe 
Which ao this World diſdain, 


% on their Lord themſelves repoſe, 
Head n, Kingdom to obtain. 


The Church. 


nder thine Ordinances Shade 
ſought and found thine Aid, 
Ir there thine Entrance firſt was made, 
Thy Graces firſt convey'd. 25 
Lord bear my Name upon thy Breaſt, 
Engrave it on thine Heart; 1 
ere let it be ſo ſure poſſeſt 
t thence ſhall n&er depart. 
Love, like Death, doth caſt a Dart 
Which wounds me to the Quick 
„ By Preſence, Lord, Supports my Heart, 
nine Abſence makes it Sick. 2 
hy _ Should 


"TO De Song Of Songs 
Shouldſt thou but ſeemingly « __ 
My Heart ſo deep engag'd, 


I ſhould be tortur'd with ſuch Pain 
As could not be aſſwag'd. . 


O love me, Lord, or elle I die ! 5 

8 Thee, Lord, my Love doth crave! . 
My Lord, fhouldſt thou my Love deny, 
My Love would be my Grave. j ) 

My Love doth flame, my Jealouſie T 

So burns my Heart and Eyes, 1 


I muſt embrace my Lord, or I 
Muſt be Love's Sacrifice. - 
7. Whole Seas of Trouble cannot quench 
Loves everlaſting Fire; 2 
Though Hell oppoſe, whom I have choſe 
I cannot but admire. I 
None but a Chriſt, none but my Lord, F 
| No Bribes, can take with me; 
A proffer'd World would be abhorr'd; 


A Chrilt, and none but he! by 
The Jewiſh Church. = 7 
g. Remember the blind Nations, Lord, II 


W ho in a Dungeon grope, 
And lack the Sunſhine of thy Word, 5 


Yet Pris'ners are of Hope. 8 

- When once the Hour of thy Deſign ign An 

| Hath on theſe Captives ſhone, - 4 
When they are calld and own d for thineſ® 


What {hall be further done? 4 p | 
3 c. 


which is Solomons; 


Chriſt 
. 1} they be conſtant to my Name, | 
And firmly bold my V Vard, 1 
hey ſhall be bleſt with Strength and Fame, 
And honour'd by their Lord, 
they will open at my Call, 
That I with them may awell, 
hold them faſt, and make them laſt 
Againſt the Gates of Hell. 


The Jewiſh Church. 


>, Lord, J am conſtant to thy Name; 
And firmly hold thy Word ; | 
| had a Smile upon the ſame _ "mY 
From my moſt gracious Lord. ) FS 


Chriſt. 
. Inor admire nor imitate 
Thoſe who their Vineyards let; 
If their Profit do abate _ + 
. % theyſome Eaſe may get. * 
. Church and Vineyard is alway K 
My Care and my Delight ; by. 
Self keep it every Day, . 7 
And watch it every Night. A 
Weſt by my Hand, watch'd by my Eye, 
Fruit to me abounds ; 
Praiſe of its fertilit 
H holly tome redoundt. 
Ha 


ſe, 


112 e Song of Songs, Rc. 
13. Myaeareſt Church, who art compol d. 


Of divers Companies, 
Now we have both our Minas diſclos d, 
Pll end with this Advice. 
As all ehe Members give an Ear 
VDnto thy gracious Strain, 
So let me often from thee bear 
Until we meet again. 


The Charth... 


14. Ah my Dear Saviour ! Pity me, 
' Preſerve me in thy Heart; 

And Oh make haſte, make haſte, that we 
May meet and never part. 


'D 1 VE. 80 


AND 


LAZARU: 


m 

N Judab's Vale a Man of Wealth abode, | f/ 
Vile as a Beaft, yet wor ſhipp'd as a God, + 

| Who Tyrian Cloaths, and Egypt's Linen ware, C] 


And on whoſe Table met Land, Sea 10 Air, I no 


IJ 


Dives and Lazarus. &x 4 
Beneath the Threſhold of his outmoſt Gate | 
pale, deformed, horrid, Carcaſs Sate : 

nother Job, bat of more fixed Woes, 

ho from his Dunghil never once arofe, 


Cod be me was his Name. God was his all; + 7he 
Thoſe fe ther knen him Lazarus him * call. Laz Eng. 2. 


ed, Pain and Scorn, at once did on bim lye; 
iis Bed was Earth, his Covering was the Sky, 
thing had he to pay off Naturg's Scores 
mpty he was of Bread, but full of Sores, 


innger ( that Wrack ) will mak» a Man confeſs 
Vhat modeſt Minds endeavour to ſuppreſs. 
arp Hunger whets the Wir, and mends its Strain, 
hurts the Bowels, but it helps the Brain. 2 
\ Servant paſs'd the Gate, where, lo! He found 
his ruful Object grovelling on the Ground. 
id Lazarus, Sir, if Pity be my due, 
ive to your Maſter what I give to you, 


— — 


Lazarus his Petition. 


"ſt noble Sir, 1 bumbly crave © > 
What Nature doth exact from me; 2 
m à Border on the Grave, | 


| with ſharp Neceſſit . 


3 


e, L Childrens Bread 1 do not call; 
. % not an your Servants Fare; 


R H 3 
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2 Dives and Lazarus. 
Only the Sweepings of your Hall | 
I beg, and what your Dogs may ſpare. 


Doom me not, Sir, to Periſh at your Gate, 
Who may preſerve me at ſo Cheap a Rate, 
For Father Judab's ſake ſome Fragments give, | ſet 
Fl ſerve Tou at God's Altars whilſt 7 live. 


"= J. 

a ; . Vit 

Dives his Anſwer. * 

R KT Hat Dog is this that dares preſume on me? i 

3 Accurſt be all ſuch crawling Toads as he: 1 

Peſts of my Gate, Vermin that creep ſo nig b, ne 

I hate em; let him rot and die. ** 

| In Vain the poor Man's Thoughts purſu'd his Suit . 
The s were Humane, but their Lord a Brute | 


They left their-Soarling to their Maſters Face; 
They ran, and Lazarus gently did embrace. 
= He was the pity'd Patient of thoſeHovnds,(wound 
\ - Whoſe lambens Tongues did cool his burnin 


This done, the ſqualid Vaſſals of the Times e 
Scorn'd ragged Vertne, honour'd purple Crimes, h 
+ Things are miſ-judged+by the purblind Eye, 
Which views their Poſture, not their Tendency{ 

Till Juſtice *wakes to right it's injur'd Laws, 

Which doth not weigh the Perſon, but the caug. 


Nor Rags, nor Sores, are Clouds that can diſgu 

A ſplendid Soul to Heavens Soul-fearching Eye 

\ © Earth's Layrus was Heavens Dives; Earths diſd: 

Was a meet Gueſt for Heaven to entertain. 
Now comes the Golden Hour that ſets him free 
From his Apprenticeſhip to Miſery, rx. 

0" 2 2 is * 25 LE 


* 


—_ 
ws 


„ 8 n 
> 


Dives and Lazanrus. 3 


jis Corps (the Graves old Neighbour ) long vndreſt 
length is lipt into its Bed of Reſt, 
Treaſure tis, tho? Funeral coſt it wants; 

be richeſt Mineral i is the Duſt of Saints; 

e was his own ( moſt ſerious ) Mourger here; 

e monrn'd * he needs no hired Tear, 


The time is come that Lazarus mult be clad * 
Vich ſuch fine Linen Dives never had. 

he Time is come that Lazarus muſt be fed | 
ith Heavens rich Juices, and with Angels Bread. 
There is a Table richly ſpread above, p 
here is an everlaſting Feaſt of Love ; 
\ Feaſt which Friends and Friendſhip doth maintain, 
ale Envy is not there, nor proud Diſdain; 

hey all are one, in one they all agree, 

ne is their all, "which makes all one to be. 
ere's Height of Mirth with Depth of Seriouſuels 
legty without the Hazard of Exceſs; X 
ere are full Joys in Rand, foll Joys in View, 
jere Wine and Appetite are ever New: 

rer begins their Feaſt and ne'er doth end, 
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heir Harps are well ſtrung Hearts, well tuned 
Ind ſacred Hallelujahs are their Songs; (Longues, 
ere fit the Saints, here tbe Believets Sire 
Nobly ſeated in bis rich Attite; 

ther the King of Heaven new Gueſts do call, 

Por can he come too late that comes at all, 


The mighty One who dwells and rules on High 
4 Yopels attend with an obedient Eye. 

> be Secrets of his Breaſt they do not Skill, 

ut are the truſty 1 of his Will. 


9'4 ._ ca 


Vhom growing Loaves and living Springs attend ; 4 


A 


* 


Who went to view a Brighter Star below. 


Thrs charg'd he them, * Bring Lazarus to the Feg 
And let him take his Face ne ext Abraham's Breaſt 


It was their Heaven to do their Maſter's Will (ſti 


Who had old Voy's gers been to Cangan's Land, 
There had they been Eliſha's flaming Guard, (Ward 


ls that Land chiefly lay their. Lord's Affaii s, 
They traffckd there for Souls (thoſe precio 


They itopp'd and waited for their Paſſenger; 


He gave his Soul, and they his Soul receiv'd; 
Wich Shours and Songs Triumphant up they wer 


ves and Lazarus. 


They heard with Rev'rence, and obeyed their Kin 
Joy raise their Hearts, and nimbly ſhook their Min 
They fied from Reaven, yet Heaven wzs with the 


They ſtopt not at the Stars (chat pompous Shoy 
The Point deſign'd they well did onderſtand, 
There they had been Lot's Gueſts (who was the 


(War 
Soon came they where Sick Lazarus had his Lare, 


No Viſitant found they with him but the Lord: 
No Nurſe but Faith, no Cordial but the Word, 
They heard bim praying, * Lord, ſome Mercy ij 
For 1 can find no Merey here below. 

This ſaid, he ſigh'd, and was of Life bèreav'd; 


And to the Company did him preſent; 
They ſhovted all, and joy'd the new-come Gueſt 
He gently ſtoops and leans on Abraban!'s Breaſt, 


r een 


Whom Dives curs'd and ſtately Fools diſdain'd 
How is he bleſt ! How is be entertain'd ! 
Tho' Vertue bete on Earth neglected lyes, 
Yet Heaven will raiſe it, for tis Born to riſe. 
Dives, that ſilken God, muſt never die, 
Ualels bis Creatures and talſe Prophets _ - 


> >» C) 
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Dives and Lazarus. 5 


af He's ſafe, if Death be caſt as far behind 
. Inis Body as it is below his Mind. 
ind He's always Young, he learns it from his Glaſs, 
il Which ffn>oths his farrow'd Brow, and paints his 
hel But a cold ſtriking Hand confutes the Lie, (Face. 
till Dow: falls his Flattering Glaſs, his Fancies die; 
onff His Garden- walks muſt him no loager know, 
The Life tree in his Garden doth not grow. 
His Palace muſt be chang'd for a dark Tomb; 
I Toat was 4s Ian, but this muſt be his Home; 5 
bell He maſt no longer at his Table ſtay, 
nal The Voiger (Death) is come to take away; 
Death, that abhorr'd (Hoth Name and) Thing comes 
io And potently torments this potent One; (on, 
res] makes amazing Breaches, and in ſhort, 
te, Huth ſeiz'd the Out works, and attacks the Fort, 
In what a wretched Poſture does he lye! 
„ Ihe cannot live, and yet he dares not die. 
is Deb: muſt 'be diſtrain'd ; for he'll not pay, 
Nor yield his Ghoſt; it muſt be ferch away, | 
He ſpurns, he ſtroggles, but Dꝛath keeps him under, 
And with one Stroak tears Fleſh and Soal aſunder; 
Then rang the Houſe with his Five Brethrens Cries, | 
Alas! our Brother; ſo they clos'd his Eyes. 
His outward Parts are waſh'd, is inner Rooms 
stuff d with Arabian Sweets and rica Perfomes. 
Now Death his Purple! is, now he's allow'd 
Fine Linnen too, but tis a Fun'ral Shrowd ; 
ind Grave fac'd Spectators with their Garments 1 torn, 
And ſhrouded Lips attend, the Room doth mourn, | 
Ah what a poor Revenge is this one Fate ! 
kor one that cannot live to lye in State. f 
IAmidſt the Gazing Crowd the Bearers come, 
| ham Pomp they bring him to his painted Tomb: 


Minſtrel 
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65 Dires and Lazarus. 


Minſtrels and Trumpeters their Noiſes j joyn, 
And Women ſell falſe Tears for currant Coyn. 
Now leſt his Friends ſhould in ſalt Streams be dyomn d 
The Cup of Conſolation goes its Round. 
But ſtay, my Soul; 'tis Death that thou muſt view, 
Not Shadows which dead Bodies do — 


What a dark Notion and Abſtruſity 

Is this to living Men that they muſt die! 

Grim Death on his pale Horſe Triumphant rides, 
| He ſtrikes us through our neareſt Kinſman's Sides, 
Vet are we ſenſleſs as the Stupid Mule, 
| Live as Exceptious from the common Rule: 
| We caſt a Cloth oꝰer Death; tis ſoon forgot; 
We charm the Serpent, and it ſtings us not. 


þ 
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14 
g Now might one let this pleaſant Error paſs, JG 

| If Death was all, but Death his Second has; T 
When once the Diſſolution Hour is come, 0 
Out goes the Soul to hear her final Doom. 1 
a T 
. You who have ſlightly. heard the Fun ral Knell, IN 

No hear the Voice which dooms the Ghoſt to Hell; By 

© For thoſe whoſe Hearts an Earthquake will not ſhake, * 

T uro Heavens loud roaring Cannons may awake. A 


1 B 
; Dives black Ghoſt (all Horror and Deſpair) Y 
s from its Priſon ſnatch'd to th* diſmal Bar; T 
Behind him the impatient Devils roar, T 
His Sins (thoſe worſt of Devils) ſtand before; 9 
{With Terrors thus beſieg'd in every Place, Ila 
He hears a Voice, but might not ſee the Face, 'T 


The Vaice was roarivg Thunder in bis Ears, 
[T he Wop were — pas and _— Spears; Ipo 
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hen they had jointly ſtudy'd to torment, 


Dives and Lazarus, Oo 


Go thou accurſt, vile Caitif hence away : 
* To Damned Gboſt., come Devils, tabe your Prey. 
Strock with this Thunder, down he ſunk, he fell, 
And was a Triumpb to the Fiends of Hell. 

Th' ingenious Tyrants did a Council pack, 
Their Malice ſets their Wits upon the Wrack. 


for their Pale Priſoner then in haſte they ſent; 
They chain'd and ſtak'd him to a furious Flame, 
Where conſtant Streams of Brimſtone feed the ſame: 
Behold Sins Martyr, and Hells Sacrifice ! 

He yells and howls, and veats unpity'd Cries. 

He finds no Friendly Ear or tender Eye, 

He feels a Thouſand Deaths, but cannot die; 

Like burning Braſs he's fir'd in every Part, 

A Vulture lives upon his living Heart. 

God's gone, he's gone, and what an Hell is this, 
To be depriv'd of everlaſting Bliſs ! Mi. 
O this Eternal Baniſhment is worſe, 

Than all the Remnant of the Dooms-day Curſe. 
This Hell of Hell may thus be underſtood, 

No Torments are ſo bad as God is Good, 


; Beſides, an Appetite in Man doth lye, | 4 


Which nothing but a God can fatisfie ; 

And tho' this Appetite be here-deladed 
By various Objects, in God's Room obtruded, 
Yet when at Death all theſe are laid aſide, 
Then thirſts the Soul for God, but is deny'd ; 


This Thirſt unquenched is ſuch an inward Flame, 


An Hell in Hell is its deſerved Name; 


In Hell there cannot be an Atheiſt, 


© P' Tis Hell in Hell that God is dearly miſt. 7 


rs; 
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& 1 cannot ſee, becauſe 1 would not ſerue 


Poor Dives cries, "© The God for whom 7 flarve 


46 F 


8 Dives and Lazarus. 


„ bleed to think, ( and thinking is my Fate) . 
% He often knocked at my bol ed Gate. 
| © Where arethoſe Baits on which my Luſts did prey, |, 
Ihe Price for which I caſt my ſelf away? ( Sports, 
here's now my Pomp and Pride, my Feaſts and 
«. Whoſe Chains detain d me from the ſacred Courts? 
% O did my Houſe ſo near the Temple ſtand ' 
% O did Iperiſh out of Judab's Land | 
« Might I be try d once more! But tis too late, 
& Jaſtice bath lock d the golden Mercy gate, 
« Now ] believe andiremble ; J repent, 


Hut my Repentance is my Vuniſhment. a 
« It is not Virtue, but Neceſſity ; "| 
« Alas, how miſerably Wiſe am ? * 
« Might I return now to that U νν Night, N 
| ** Which weil'd me e er my Parent am the Lieht; 


„ Ah me! Muſt I hye here, nd new come out ! 

He raves and flings his Cur ſes nound about, 

He curs'd both Heaven and Hell, ne curs'd the Earth, N. 
He curs'd the Day that witneis'd to his Birth: E 
Bus neither can his Tears his Griets aſſwage, 
Nor does it cool his Heart to vent his Rage. 
This keen Reflection makes the Furnace glow, 
* It muſt be ever with me as tis now, 

8 *© Hells Fla nes no Aſhes will produce Put I 
Muſt ever dying live, and living die. ) 
Souls for themſcives the Balm of Patience bear, 
is the Poor's Phyſick, but it grows not here, | 
My Soul is ſil'd with Home- bred Tears and Taunts, 
Jig its own Fury, and it ſelf it haunts, _ 
i Pity was wont in Miſeries Houſe to dwell, 
But I am baled by the Hounds of Hell. | 
Time ui d to be a Surgeon good qt Wounds, 
But 1 am got beyond its happy Bounds. 


ry 
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| A eſſe cbarg d with ſcalding Wrath am 
Hoop'd in the Circle of Eternity, 


You who affect the pleaſant Path to Hell, 
Kod ove Damnation in its Cauſes well, 
1, ooditrcigbt before you on yoor Journeys End, 
mg Jo ye not fee ch' Infernal Smoke aſcend ? 
ave not ſome Sparks into your Boſoms flow n, 
hereby theNeighb-ringCoaſts may well be known? . 
21d Sinner, ſtop, no further Progreſs make, 
eſt your next Step be in the fiery Lake; - 4 
s, Oh! He ridi.ules his Souls affairs, 
a4 labours to be damn'd at unawares. 
s Humour would not bear a Countermand ; 
\125 fo: them who hate to underſtand ! 
Who on their Souls Experiments will try, 
u the Charge of a (ad Eternity, 
las for them who never will awake 3 
i they are plung'd into the burning Lake \ 
Dives was here ſtruck-Blind with flattering Lies 
thy Now the Hell. brand lifts up his flaming Eyes; 
le ſpies the Region were the Happy dwell, 
Bog Heaven at diſtance is another Hell, 
: ſpies a Canaan's Feaſt, for chiefly there 
ne Natives of his Country do appear; 
e ſpies bleſt Abraham with his faithful Race, 
and Lazarus fitting next to Abraham's place. 
Dh! How it twinges and torments his Eyes? 
is Scorn to Envy turns, and thus ke cries, 
* The Scounarel who lay ſtarving at my Gate 
ants, . 1s nom a Peer in Heaven, an Angel's Mate; 
The Beggar fits and feeds on Angels Fare, | 
His Rags are Robes, ſuch as Heavens Nobles wear; 
The Dog, whom in Deriſion once 1 had, 
Is turn'd into a Star, which makes me Mad. 
3 | | No 


1 Dives and Lazarus. S. 


| Now I Dives is the Beggar, and applies _ 
_- Himſelf to Abrabam with his mournful Cries. 
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Dives his Petition. IP 

5 Father Abraham, pity me, pe 

- Who with tormenting Flames am ſtung , Ne 

For Pity whether ſhould I flee * Tt 
But to the Bowels whence / ſprung ? W 

v The Grapes rich Blood I do not crave, n 
Waters cheap Element will ſuffice ; A 
And tho my 7 ongue thirſts for a Wave, 0 
For one poor Drop it only Cries. ' : 1 
8 

By Lazarus moiſt'ned Finger may you pleaſe 5 
Togiwe my ſcorched Tongue one Moment's Eaſe, T 
1 dwell in Flames, and Flames in me do dwell, © T 
O for a Drop from Heaven to ſweeten Hell. H 
N 

Mark how the Wheel is torn'd, the time is come, c 
He begs a Drop who once deny'd a Crumb. 1 


Right-chinking Judges then muſt need approve, 
The wy and — Anſwer from above. 


a ————————— 
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Abrabam's * 


R T thou Forlorn of God, and com'ſt to me 
What can I tell thee then but Miſery ? 

Remember, Son, the Heav'n thy Feet have trod, 

* was thy Heav' n, and Pleaſure was thy God. 


Remember 


\ 
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Dives and Lazarus. 1 
Remember Lazarus had his Hell below, 

Thou wert the Devil which did cauſe his Woe xz 
ow are his Rags Heav'ns Robes with glorious Beams, 


Thy Purple, Flames, thy Juncats, Sulph'rous Streams. l 


1 


Is he thy Wiſh who was thy Scorn before? 

Shall Lazarus now be Welcome to thy Door? 

And doſt imagine ſome fair Bridge to lye | 
Betwixt the white and black Eternity? | 10 
No, there's a mighty Gulf which rends in twain 
The Fiery Region and the Xtherial Plain. 
We are too Happy to be diſpoſſeſt, 

And you ſo curſed you can neer be bleſt; 
We are ſo rais'd that we can never fall, 
And you fo ſunk you cannot riſe at all, il 
Once Angels went from Heav?n to Hell; but firſt, |} 
They blackned were to Devils, and accurſt; [if 
Since thoſe Stars fell, none of the Heav'nly Hoſt, 
Or did, or ſhall, viſit th' Infernal Coaſts, 4 
To you *tis Bitter; but to us *tis Sweet, 1 
That we are parted and muſt never meet; 11 
Heav'n were not Heav'n, if it near Hell was plac't, 
Nor Hell were Hell, if it of Heav'n might taſte.” - 
e, Can our pure Light with Smoke and Darkneſs dwells 
The Poles ſhall ſooner meet than Heaven and Hell, |} 


Though Speech avails not, wracking Miſery 
- | Exhorts from him another fruitleſs Cry, 


6 ? Dives his Second Petition, 


F ſuch an Envious Gulf there be, | £2 . 


ves and Lazarus. 


From Earth to Heaven a way is pav'd, 
| How elſe came Lazarus to be ſav'd? 
Let me ſo ſmall a Boon entreat, 
That Lazarus may bis Steps repeat, 
And that he may embody d go, 
And tell the Stories of my Woe : 
To my Five Brethren, who all dwell within 
My Father's Houſe (Ob bad we never been!) 
Brethren in Bond of Nature and of Sin. 
O let him tell them that there is a God, 
Whoſe Scepter is a Sin-revenging Rod; 
And let him tell them that advent'rous Drolls 
Shall find unto their Coſt that they have Souls, 
Mine ſtuck i' th Scabbard till its angry Lord 
Unſheath'd it, and it ptov'd a flaming Sword. 6 
That Limbeck, Death drams Spirits from our Clay, 
Jo th Element of Souls they haſte away; 
And let him tell tbem, that the Sadducee 
Shall be Hell's Convent, and Recant with me. 
Whilſt they lye ſlerping. on the Brink of Fell, 
T ve Smoke they ſee not, nor the Brimſtone Smell: 
There they'll diſport themſelves with Golden Dreams, 
Till they betray em to theſe burning Streams: 
But let him ſoare them with an hollow Sound, 
That the (lite Lot) May flee their curſed Ground: 
O ſend him quickly: leſt they tumble in, 
And prove the fla ning Hicords of my Sin: 
Can I no Water get at my Deſire? 
Tet, O! No nere, no more nem Flakes of Fire. 


This Abraham heard with unrelenting Ears; 
No Pity's due to Heu- hounds Cries and Tears, 
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Abraham's Anſwer ; 


NceHeav'n bow'd down and towuch'd th? Arabian 


And gavea Sampler of the Sacred Will. (Hill, 


o Moſes Hands, that choſen Man of God, 

opies were taken, and diſpersd abroad, 

(So his kind Arms abroad the River flings, 

So the free Sun extends his fruirful Wings; 

As this moſt Sacred Light it ſelf diſplays, 

And gilds the Tents of Facob with its Rays.) 
or Saints to come from God there is no Cauſe, 
ſimſelf came down, and did promulge his Laws: 
eds Lazarus take a Journey from the Sky, 


hen Wildom at your Brethren's Gates doth cry; 


4 them hear Moſes, read by their Divines 

th* Synagogue, to which their Houſe adjoins ; 
nd let them hear the Reverend Prophets next, 
hoſe wond'rous Commentators on the Text? 


Dives bis Reply, 


Oſes (tis true) was an unerring Guide, 
So where thoſe Sixteen Prophets on his Side. 
his 1 as much believe as if I ſaw 
e flaming Mount, and heard the fiery Law, 
ben every Word was accented with Thunder, 
hich rent thoſe Oaks, the Jewiſh Hearts ane 
is bere as neceſſary to believe, 
$ it is natural to feel and grieve, 
bat am now a Proof of Sacred Writ, 2 
argue backwards with my Atter-· wit. Px" 


el in the Threatnings, tho' 1 did not hed. eh 


e Threatnings are in Hell made plain to 
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4 wes and Lazarus. 


T SkowPd upon the Heavens when they did Lomre, 
The Clouds I fear'd not, but I feel the Shower, | - 


E Nothing will move my Brethren but a Sign, 


Experience is the power fulleſt Divine : 
Faith is the Child of Senſe, whereas Report 
Is entertain'd with Blaſphemy or port. 
They have a ſword to cut the Gordian K not; 
Moſes ſaith many things, but proves them not. 
And tho they hear ſubſtantial Proo s there be, 
Nothing is proof to them but what they ſee. 

Had they an Emiſſary from above, 

The very fight a future State would frove : 

Might he but tell them of your Heavenly Strand, 

They'd all turn Pilgrims for that Holy Land : 

Or might bs preach the Torments which I feel, 

His Word mould wound like burning Gads of Steel; 
is Words would tear down all like thund'ring Guns, 
Beyond the faint Attempts, of Levi's Sons, | 

O were I of this curſed Chain releas'd ! 

(Wich that he gnaſh'd his Teeth, and knock'd h 

Mig hi I be to the Earth a Preacher ſent, Breaſ 

Fd burn up Sin like Stubble where I went; 

Pd ſmoke away their Luſts and flattering Lies, 
Or forth Pd drive them with my glaring Eyes : 

Pd blow a Trumpet which ſhould rend the Ground, 

Their trembling Heart-ſtrings ſhould in Conſort ſou 

Pd teach the faithleſs Sadducces their Creed, 

And make the Phariſees to pray indeed. 

I'd tell the Ranters ſuch a doleful Tale, 

That they ſhould mourn as in Megiddon's Vale. 
Pd unbewitch the Sots and Slaves of Sin, | 
That ſuch a Reformation ſhould begin, 

Als in Joſiah's time did not befal, 

And the next Age ſhould cannonize em an. 
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Abrabam's Rejoinder. 


Preaching Apparition would confound 
Heaven daring Giants with its dreadful Sound; 

None quake ſo ſoon as they who Heaven do dare; 
ho fear not God, the greateſt Cowerds are: 

ut were the Coaſt once clear, the Shake once o're, 
he Lees would ſettle as they did before. 

It was a waking Dream they would conclude, 1 
A TJupgle which our Senſes did delude : ' 4 

Or did we ſomething ſee ? And ſomething hear? vl 

let whence it came it doth not yet appear. £0 
ay, they would gravely reaſon out the Caſe, 

What we can graſp we gladly will embrace: 

The reſt we leave; to them let Children bark, 
And fright themſelves with Fancies in the Dark 

What is a Spirit? What's Infinity ? 

bat does the Word L Eternal] ſigniſie? 

harm'd are their Souls with this Oration made, 

nd now their Fear ſhall vaniſh like the Shade. 
Thus Fools (tho pounded) will not loſe a Grain, 
And frozen Snakes, when thaw'd, will biſs again. 


"Mme now thou that pretend'ſt to act the Man, 
nething there needs muſt be which ne'er began; 
al] were nothing once, ſo *rwould be now, 
Number from bare Cyphers could not grow, 
thing's a barren Womb; if that could breed, 
d be and not to be were well agreed, 

le Point is gain'd, that ſomething ever was; 
is hard Word ever you muſt let it paſs. 

ow'ſt thou how far this ever doth extend; 
vmuſt grant what you cannot comprehend. 230 
NE. 14. But 
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4 Hereby is their Original confeſt, 
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= Neither would this their Light of Comfort dim, 


16 Dives and Lazarus. 


' Suits not the Azure nor rhe Verdant Globe; 
One is a turning Wheel that ſpins out Time, 


Now mark the Kinds of each, and you ſhall find 


- *Tis from our Creatureſhip our Wants ariſe, 
What of it ſelf, that in its ſelf is Bleſt, 


Something then ever was, which needs muſt be, 


As Men the Badge of their Dependance wear 
And on their Hearts, whoſe reſtleſs Motion ſho 


So muſt they own whom they are forc'd to kno 


= God's Servant is a Title never dies. LE 


Hi $ Conſcience bodes his Immortality. 


But what was ever? This imperial Robe 


The other Pools with Spots of hard'ned Slime. 


Unto their proper Spheres they are config'd, 


3 ac. 1 „ wars wwe ,_. 3 


There's but a partial Goodneſs in the beſt, 


_ . This is the Voice of their infirmity, 
Meer Beggars and Derivatives are we. 


What's of it ſelf, that doth its ſelf ſuffice, 


Tis its own Center, and at perfect Reſt; 
Rich is that Being whence all Beings are, 
And whence each being has its proper Share, 
Nor ista Wonder of ſo high Degree, 

To make to be, as of it ſelf to be; 


From all the Shades of ImperfeRtions free. 
Hence are we; and to think, in Vain we are, 
Is to condemn his Wiſdom at our Bar. | 


On their frail Fleſh, (the Graves Probationer. ) 
Something they want, which is not here below; 
And pay themſelves to whom themſelves they on 
But they ſhould ſerve themſelves in ſerving him. 


WhenGraves upbraid proud Grave ſtones with their 


The Thoughts in Man do prove his Soul tol 
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Dives and Lazarus. 


This Boſom-magiſtrate his Facts eſpies, 
And binds him over tothe laſt Aſſize. 
He trembles at his Summons to appear; | 
nis Fear makes not a God, God makes bis Fear. 
d I Religion by corroding doth aſſay | [ 
green thro? an Heart of Rock to force its Way. . _ 
O might he to himſelf be fo ſincere, [} 
To ſtrive to pleaſe whom he's conſtrain'd to fear. 


17 


Vet will he be a Vagrant all his Days, 

Without a Method to direct his Ways. = 

What Eye Cer pierc'd th' Almighty'sSacred Breaſt ? 

Himſelf knows only what will pleaſe him beſt. 

Since Man-was made to ſerve his Maker's Will, 

Which is an height tranſcending humane Skill. 

A Rule muſt needs be granted from-on High 

For him to regulate his Actions bhp. | 

This Heaven-ſprungRule that Sacred Roll contains, 
be | Which in the conſecrated Land remains, | 

© Its Words and Myſteries are all Divine, | 

And weighty Mountains hang on every Line,  ſ 
It (Sun like) ſhines by its own Golden Beams, 
And ſcorns its baſe Corrivals ſenſleſs Dreamy. ©. © 
Thoſe Spangles which the Heathen Sages left | If 
Were from this Mine ſnatch'd by an Honeſt Theft. Hi 
Give me that hardy Brow that dares den, 
The Bibles well-atteſted Hiſtory, r. | 
Moſes (aid many Things, and prov'd them too. 
With Proofs which. all Hell's Magick did outdo : 
God's Power he carried in his Hands, to ſhow 2 
That from his Month the Truths of God did flow: 
And his Credentials on his Face did ſhine, 2 


Which there were written by a Beim Divine. 
The gazing Jews were ſtruck, who plaigly ſaw, - 


ol 
Thai whence he had his Light, he had his Law. |} 


-- Thoſe 
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18 Dives and Lazarus, 
Thoſe Sections which the ſacred Code begin, 
Were by an Age of Wonders uſher'd in. 
The Prophets Superſt ructure firmly ſtands 
On Two hewn Stones laid by th' Almighty's Hands, 
They count the Footſteps of their coming Lord, 
They view the Mercy-ſeat with one Accord. 
One tells his Name, another tells his Place, 
Another writes the Beauties of his Face. 
Thus is be glanc'd at by their piercing Eyes, 
The laſt of them his Harbinger eſpies. 
And O the Brisk, the Charming, Airs that ſpring 
From the Conſent of each harmonious String ! 
He's Over-wiſe who dreads fictitious Lines 
| From Hands unbrib'd, and Hearts without Deſigns. 
| They wrote beyond themſelves, which ſerves to prove 
| 
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Their Hearts and Hands were guided from above, 
The World's juſt 'Age, and what was done of Old, 
Are in the Sacred Regiſter inroll'd. | 
Here may be ſeen the Priſtine State of Man, 
And, (that Nile's Head) the Source where Ills began, 
| Here may be ſeen what makes a ſecond Spring ; 
| Here is the beſt Account of every Thing, 


| The Wonders witneſs'd now by mortal Eyes 
| Are but the Products of its Propheſies. 

| The Scriptures rule the World : Till this ſhall burn, 
| All Ages on that Axle tree ſhall turn. 


This Heaven · inſpired Volume doth avow N 
| What Reaſon may embrace, or muſt allow. 

When God deſcribes bimſelf, tis ſuch an Height 

As far ſurmounts quick Fancies higheſt Flight, 
Tis Reaſon, Reaſon ſhonld be puzzled here; [ 
Man ſhould be God if he knew what he were. I 
"To theſe vaſt Heights thus ſober Reaſon ſaith, - ' 
| 1 ſee the Seals, and yields the Chair to nn 
B | | ow 
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Dives and Lazarus, © 


Now the Almighty's Word ſhall Vermin light, 
When Heaven and Earth bear Witneſs to its Might? 
yaſt Numbers from his Word at firſt did flow, 
1; And mult his Word paſs for a Cypher now ? 
I Nay, his Commands at firſt Creations were. 
And now his Word commands and gives an Ear: 
It is a San that gives both Light and Eyes, 
A Voice that bids and makes the Dead ariſe. 
t makes Clouds, Stars, and ſends them to the Sky: 
And turneth Heaven into a Colony, 
1 Unbeltef is not Reaſon, but a Luſt; | 
ol God's Hand and Sword gives it its mortal Thruſt, 
The Law of the To Tables will prevail, 
When other ( ſelf-invented ) Means hill fail. 


2 Whilſt other Arches level in the Dark, 
„ The Arrow's from God's Quiver hit the Mark. 


0 What Voices, or what Viſions, would you have? 

| God's Voice (or nothing ) will your Brethren ſave? 
New Methods of Salvation to contrive l 
Is fruitleſs Labour; let 'em hear and live: 
But it they won't, their Aittimus is ſeal'd ; 
A ſtubborn Patient never can be heal'd, 


If Preachers raid by God they will diſdain, : 
Preachers rais'd from the Grave ſhould preach in 
( vain 
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SI Penitential Cries. 


I. The Sinner s Self- Reflection. 


I. 
H Lord, ah Lord, what have I done? | 
What will become of me ? | 
hat ſhalf I ſay, what ſhall I do? — | 
Or whither ſhall I flee ? E | 


wandering I have loſt my ſelf, 
[And here I make my moan; | | 
_ D whicher, whither have I ſtray'd, | | 
Ah Lord, what have I done? 93 | 
II. e 
hy Candle ſearches all my Rooms, 33 
And now I plainly ſee, | — 
he numerous Sins of Earth and Hell 
Are ſummed up in me, | 
Ine Seeds of the Ills that grow, . 
Are in my Garden ſawn, 3 
d multitudes of them are ſprung, e 
Ah Lord, what have I done? eee | 
| 
| 


III. 


ave been Satan's willing Slave, 3 

And his moſt eaſy Prey, OO 

> Was not readier to Command, NETS: 

| Then F was to Obey ; 323 

r ifat any time he left my Soul, <8 
Vet ſtill his Work went on, | 
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I was a Tempter to my ſelf, 
Ah Lord, what have done? 


IV. 


Il puſt at all the Threats of Heaven, 
F. And ſlighted all its Charms, 
Nor Satan' Fetters would I leave, 
For Chriſt's inviting Arms: 

I had a Soul but priz'd it not, 

N And now my Soul is gone. 

Ml, forced Cfies do pierce the Skies, 
Ah Lord, what have I done ? 


| II. The Sinner Remorſe, as the 25th Pſalm. 
C I. 


ORD, thou haſt overcome, 
| Pee got my deadly Wound, 
And he that Kicks againſt the Pricks, 
Will ſoon himſelf confound ; 
My Sins, thoſe venomous Darts, 
Which Heaven-yards I did throw, 


r 1 — 
way 1 _ ” * ” 


—— 


a — — —— — —  — 
_ —— - —— — 


| © Are now my Rack, being driven back 4 
0 By mine Almighty Foe, | re 
| - My Sins have found me out, ˖ 
And at my Door they lie 14 
And there they ſtay both Night and Day, 
1 : And there I hear them Cry ; | a 


"© In vain my Friends attempt 
Jo cure my Miſeries, 
What they propound to me is drown'd 
In Sin's loud roaring Cris. 

In vain are all the Tears 

| Of them that ftand without 


S. S 


Peienitenti al Tm. 
Dart's within, it is my Sin, 
They cannot pull it gut; 
y Heart is all one Wound, 
My Breath repeated Sighs, 
y Bread is Tears, my Life is Fears, 
My Language Groans and Cries. 

| IV. 


hat are Heavens Lights to him 
Who in the Dungeon hes, 

ot one thin Ray, or piece of Day 
Does chear my clouded Eyes; 

ins Match enkindles Hell, 

Sin makes the Damned Roar, 
his I have heard without regard, 
But never knew before. | 


* 


III. The Sinner's Fears. 
I 


A Las! For I have ſeen the'Lord, 

With a drawn Sword He ſtood, 
ow might He ſheath it in my Fleſh, 
And bathe it in my Blood; | 
re dar'd him with m mighty Sins, 
As if He was too flow 
ut now He comes both arm'd and girt, 
As an inraged Foe, 

IT. 

hat ſhall a guilty Sinner do? 
When Juſtice does appear, 
 whither ſhall I flee from him, 
Whoſe Place is every where ? 
I ean neither ſtand nor fly, 
So neither can I bear, 


at Mighty Hand which grinds the Rocks, 


And doth Foundations tear. 


— — — — — — 


\ 


1 


* III. Ky 
My pale, my poor, my trembling Soul 

Does ſtart at every thing, | 
It hourly fears huge Hoſts of Wrath 
From this incenſed King; = 
Should He but his Commiſſions grant, 
Alt Creatures would ingage 


ef. 


Againſt me their common Foe, 


Wich an united Rage. 
IV. 


I have ſuch Monſters in my Soul, 
As do portend and tell, 

As Devils here with me have dwelt, 
So! with them muſt dwed; 

They have my wretched Soul poſſeſs d, 
They hold it in their Chains, 
I fear leſt they fhould drag it down 
To ſuffer endleſs Pains. 


V 


My Fears are juſt, Tve deſerved Hell, 
And tis my proper Hire, 
But who can dwell, O who can dwell 
Wich everlaſting Fire? 


IV. The Sinners Shame or Confufion. 


O foolith, ſo abſurd am I, 
That nothing can be more; 
Was ever ſuch a Monſter ſeen 

Upon the Earth before? 
I dare not look upon the Earth, 

The Witneſs of my Sin; 

My Conſcience is a Doomſday Book: 
I dare not look within. rf 


Upw! 


—— 


„ 


Penitential Cries. 
pwards I durſt not caſt mine Eyes, 
for there my Judge doth ſit: 

Ir downwards whence the Smoke does riſe, 
From the Infernal Pit; - 

w ſhall I anſwer at the Bar, 

Of him who is moſt pure ? 

not anſwer for my ſelf; 

My ſelf I can't endure. 


III. 


d as my ſelf I can't endure, 
My ſelf I cannot fly; | 
us Fools do ſell themſelves for Slaves, 
And what a Slave am 1? | 

y Heart the ſeat of Folly is, 

My Lite a Life of Sin, _ 

ely I am more brutiſn far, 

Than ever Brute hath been. 


IV. 


this my Wit, is this my Way? 

To make a glorious Name? 

this the Thanks I've paid to Heaven, 
Ah what a Beaſt I am ? 

e Crown is fallen from my Head, 
My Royal Robes are gone? 

nfuſion is my only Cloak, 

And I muſt put it on. 


V 


d whilſt I bluſh, and whilſt I bleed, 

Here will I fit alone; 

d here I'Il lead the Leper's Life, 

ind make my doleful moan: _ | 

m not worthy of the Earth, 
Not worthy of the Air, 


Penttential Cries. © © 


Not kk of the watery dro 
Bur of the Damneds fare m 


VI. 


O how ir kills my Heart to think 
Upon my fociſh ways! 
Let this Pll bear, and bleſs the Lord, 
Becauſe Damnation ſtays. 


VV. The Sinners Amaxement; as the 25thPlalm 
1 TL 
Read that Sins are Clouds, 

Whence Vengeance Seorms have fell, 
But this is that, I wonder at, 


That I am out of Hell. 
Sure there are thoſe in Hell, 


Who never have deſerv'd Y 
In Hell to lie, fo much as J. 

And yet I am preſerv d. A 

| II. A 


Eo My TY have proudly ſcorn'd, 
My Sins have boldly dard 
5 The God of. Might, * much deſpight, 
And yet my Soul is ſpar d. | 
The beſt and goodlieſt things t 
| Which did his World adorn, W 
By Sin are ras'd, and quite defac'd, | 

Yet {till I am forborn. 


At our firſt Parents breach, 

F Pale Death came ru in, 
The Angels fell from Heav'n to Hell 

Preſsd with the weight of Sin. 
The Sodomites Cry prevail'd,  -_ 

Hell could no longer ſtay, 10 4; 


«11111111: res. 


ut lo? There came a Sulph'rous Flame, 5 
And met them by the Way. 


IV. 


hen Corah did rebel 

Earth would not be his Slave 

ſo bear his weight, but opens ſtrait, 
And was his willing Grave: 

When Jrael did corrupt 

The Air with murmuring Breath, 

did rebound, and gave a Wound, 

And that was preſent Death. 


V. 


he whole Creation groans, 
Sin's wrecks the World do fill, 
tempties Rooms to furniſh Tombs, 

Yet I am living {till : 
n the Lord's Hand I live, 

And cannot but Admire 
le does not ſhake ſo vile a Snake 
Into Eternal Fire. | 

x VI. 


at Miracles are ceas d 
ome conhdently tell; 

t I do know it is not ſo 

Whilſt I am out of Hell. 


VI. The Sinner's Hope. 
I | 


T HO knows but ſuch an one as I 
May Grace and Mercy find ? 
near the God of Iſrael 
Is Merciful and kind: 5 
d he been pleas'd to torture me 
I With Everlaſting Bands, | 


Im 


- 
\ 


4 He might ave done it long ago, 
[ Wo had me in his Hands. 
1 

I do not hear the Trumpet ſound 

To call me to his Bar; 

The Proofs and patterns of his Grace 
4 Forbid me to Deſpair : 
' Deſpair is a ſuch a Sin of Sins 
4 It cannot be forgiv'n ; 
+ Whilſt other Sins Hell's Ways do pave, 
3 This Bars the Gates of Heav'n. 


III. 


[ek then thy ls. + O my Soul, 
1 And ſilently attend 

Io th' ſounding Bowels of a Chriſt, 
Who is the Sinners Friend: 

le does not fay, Depart from me 

| Into Eternal Fire ; 

| But, Come into my open Breaſt, 

Where weary Souls retire. 


[ | IV 
. 


The trembling Wretch, Who touch'd his Hem, 
But fear'd an heavy Doom, ; 
- Receiv'd a Cure, and Blefling too, 
And went rejoycing home: 
The Prodigal deferv'd and far'd 
Worſe than the Swine he fed, | 
But found a Mirthful Feaſt at home, | 
Who only look: for Bread. 


\ 


Heav'n lookt upon the Publican _ 77 
Who was bow'd, down with ſhame ; 
Mercy he call'd, which ſoon appear d, 


And anſwer” d to ics Name ; 1 : 
— — — OE ISOs n a , My 


- — 
— 


n 7 — 
2 _ . — 
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PenT;enrila ries. 


My Sins are mighty Sins indeed, 

But I have underſtood 

reat Sins are Foils which do/inhance 
The Price of Saving Blood. 


VI. 


y Soul has many ghaſtly Wounds, 

Yet will I not deſpair, 

hilft chere 15 Balm in Gilead, 

And a Phy ſician there: 2 

hat I might March to Cazaan's Land, 

The Silver Trumpet ſounds ; 8 

ly Day ſtill ſhines, my Tent is fix'd d 
Wichin Salvation's Bounds. 


VII. 


e · Door is ſhut, but is not barr'd, 185 
And he that is within 

Joes bid me ask, and ſeek, and knock, 
And ſtrive to enter in: of 
ze then I'll ask, and ſeek, and knock, 
Until the Door be ope; 

or will I ſtir a Foot from hence; 

It is a Door of Hope. 


Th 


m, 


VII. The Sinner's Confeſſion. 


Ho, who.can number all the Stars, 
Number the Sands upon the Shore ? 
hen may ſt thou count thè numerous. Hoſts 
That throng my Way to Mercy's Door. 


maſſeh's Sins were white to mine, 

Mine bear the deepeſt Crimſon Dye; 
e never any ſo provok d 
4 do ſweet, ſo kinda God as J. 


Alas! I cannot bear the fight, 


| How is it, Lord. chou doſt ſo long 


But challeng'd Juſtice will awake 


What Fools are they that entertain 


No ſooner paſt our Joys are loſt 


| Moſt ſtubbornly I have rebelPd, 
And broke thy Law, © God; 


Such Guilrineſs as this forbear, 
When almoſt every Thoughts a Sin? 
My very Breath pollutes thy Air. 


Sinners may for a time 85 
Till chreatned Storms of Wrath ariſe, 


Its Sword, and them the Sinner dies. 


With Scorn the ſounds of Goſpel-Grace? 
Sorrow and Sin walk in a Chain, 
Although they keep not equal Pace, 


Approaching Sin is deckt with Charms. | 
d ſmiles in Promiſes of Gain; 


All ſuch Delights ſhut up in Pain. 


VIII. Another. , 
8 I 


HO, can number all the Stars, 
Or Sands upon the Shore? 


Thy Sins, thy Sins are multitudes, 


My Soul, thy Sins are more. 


They do like Clouds ariſe ; 
The Sword of Juſtice will awake 
For they have reach'd the Skies. 


II 


— — * * 
= 


Penitential Cries. 

Nov juſt isit that fuck a wretch 
Should feel chy Flaming Rod? 

bleed to think how I did flight 
Thy Meſſage from above; 

How / I defpis'd thy Blood, O Chrift, 

And thy Redeeming Lore 


III. 


How oft I did repeat my Sin, 

And ran uponthe Score; EF 

ho Conſcience loudly did dilwade, 

And bad me fin no more. 

ow is it, Lord, thou doſt ſo long 

This wretched Soul forbear, 

Vhen almoſt every Thought's a Sin? 
My Breath pollutes thy Air. 


IV. 


Manaſſeh's Sins were white to mine, 
Mine bear a Crsmfon dye; 

ure never any ſo provok'd 
The Lord of Hoſt as I. 

\h, how much viler than the Earth 
By Sin am I become: 

Sinner of polluted Birth, 
A Sinner inthe Womb. 


V. 
ord, whither whither muſt I range 
To count up my Tranſgreſſions? 


ive me thy Pardon, in exchange 
Accept of my Confeſſions. 


23. 
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IX. The Sinners Retreat. 
I. 


LArewel vain World, I bid acken, | a 
e 'Tyou canſt notfall. þ 57 


3 Penitential Cries. 


Thy Throne, O God, does ſend forth new 


And more refined joy: 
Meer Vanity does Man purſue 
With Eagerneſs and Heat; 


Fl The braveſt things the World can ſhew 


Are but a perfect Cheat: 
II. 


Who g gain the Riches of the Earth, | 
/ Gain but a finer Droſs, 

Who gain a World, and loſe a Soul, 
Suſtain the greateſt Loſs: 
The Blaſt of Honour ſounds aloud, 

Yer that's but empty Air, 
Which quickly paſſes through the Croud,- 
And does no more appear. 


. 


Alas, there's nothing here that can 
- True Bleſſedneſs afford ; 
Te painted Shadows get you gone, 
Le hold me from my Lord; 
He's bleſs'd indeed who loveth God, 
Whole undefiled Mind 
= Can ſcorn ſuch mean, ignoble Joys, 


=” He noble Joys ſhall find. 


IV. 


O happy they who only love 

Their God, and him admire; "DIP 

That I may taſte thoſe Joys that laſt 
In from the World retire: 

I'll make it my Ambition now 

To be belov'dof God, 


i And under his delightful Shade 


Will Den 59925 r 


8 ů —-—y„—t—-„—t— q , 
— 2 0 9” 


— —— _ 
—— my 


X. The Sinner Reſol ves. 
| 


HIS empty World has now too lo 


Deceived me with Lies ; 
I am reſolved to be gone, 
Deluded Soul ariſe. 
Go fly to Chriſt without delay, 
Engage him for thy Friend ; 
Such Men a re bleſſed in their Way, 
And bleſſed in their End. 


II. 


What have I more to do with Sin? 
Ye flattering Sweets be gone; 

The Time and Place twas acted in 
Are ſad to think upon. : 

My vain Companions Tll forſake, 
Them from cheir Ways withdraw ; 

[Il read a Lecture that ſhall make 
Thoſe frozen Hearts to thaw. 

| UL. 

My Sins will I no more repeat, 
Nor finiſh that begun ; 

My Summons to the Judgment-Seat 
May come before it's done: 

I will not with my finger once 
Touch my beloved Sin; 

Who knows its latter end? you know 
But where it did begin. 

1 . 1 

The Snares of Satan lye ſp low, 
And are ſo ſmoothly plac't, 


In ſoftly tread where e er I go, 
And never act in haſte; 


Penitential Cries 


* 


vg 


16 ð Pemientia] Cres, 


The Word and Spirit I'll obey, 
And think if God ſay fo 
It is enough; Tl never ſtay 
2 To ſee what . | 

v. Wie! 

I Dedicate my ſelf to God, 

And his alone will be; 
I triumph I am in the Road P 
I so0o true Felicity. 

Lord, all is ſpread before thy Face, 
- My ot reſolves upon; 


ul commits it to chy Grace, 
5 leave it not alone a 


r — — 
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XI. Tbs Sinners Cry for Pardon 9 
I. 


4 v God, he is the God of Grace, | 
Who Pardons has in ſtore. 


i» Whoſe boundleſs Treaſures have — : 
| Whom Sin has firſt made poo 
"Tis Mercy s Glory to forgive, 

And not in Wrath deftroy ; 

T his adds freſh comforts to the Saints, 

New Triumphs to their Joy. 


- II. 


This will encourage Sends to ſrek 
Io the Redeemer's Face, 
When the Manaſſebs of our Day, 
And Magdalens find Grace: 
My Sins are Mountains; tho they be f 
| Theſe Mountains cannot ſtand; N 
| | What are thoſe Mountains to my Chriſt 2: ; 54 HD 
T boy 928 at wo Command. | 
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Penttential Cries. 


III. 


& they are high and numberleſs 


I'm in Salvation's Road; 
bey cannot poſe the Bl 
"EF Which is the Blood of God: 
Where Sin abounds his Records ſay 
Grace has abounded more ; 
hisis, and ſhall be {till my Plea, 
-Whilſt thou haſt Grace in ſtore. 


XII. 


1 


This is che Tota 


Reat God, thou art 
Who Pardons haſt in ſtore; 

) do not turn away thy Face 

From me, tho' I am poor. 

do deſerve the hotteſt Plagues 

Of an incenſed God ; ; 

o drink the Vials of his Wrath, 

To feel the Damneds Rod. 


' ERR 


ut turn away thy Wrath from me, 
Now turning at thy call ; od | 

why ſhould'ſt thou exalt thy ſeltkt 
In thy poor Creatures fall? 

might be caſt into thy Jail, 
There lie for evermore; OS 

« Put, Lord, thy Patience did give Ball, 

Thy Chriſt did pay the Score. 

| Pry III. 

ercy, good Lord, Mercy Lask, 

Sum; | 

or Mercy, Lord. is all my Suit, 

Lord, let thy Mercy como. 


4 


Another. 


I. 


ood of Chriſt, 


1 


a God of Grace, | | 


. 
* 
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n Penitential Cr ies. 
Lord, if thou wilt my Sins forgive, 


Wilt not in Wrath deſtroy, | 
Twill add new Comforts to thy Saints, 
Freſh Triumphs to their Jo. 


IV. 


This will encourage Sinners, Lord, 

Io turn and feek thy Face, | 
When they ſhall hear the worſt of chem 

Has now obtain'd thy Grace: 

My Sins are Mountains, tho they be 

- Theſe Mountains cannot ſtand ;- 
What are thoſe Mountains to my Chrflt? 
They fly at thy Command. | 


. 


My Sins indeed are numberleſs, 
Are not thy Mercies ſo? 
This did thy pardon'd ones profeſs, 
They bad me to thee go. 
Tho' they be numerous and great, 
Im in Salvations Road; | 
They cannot paſs the Blood of Chriſt, 
Which is the Blood of God. < 


3 1 
Where Sin abounds, thy Word does ſay 
Grace has abounded more; 8 
This is, and ſhall be ſtill, my Plea 

_ Whilſt thou haſt Grace in ſtore ; 
Mercy, good Lord, Mercy I ask, 
I his is the total Sum; 
For Mercy Lord, is all my Suit, 

Lord, let thy Mercy come. 


XIII. 1 


Penitential Cries. © 


XIII The Sinner's Addreſs to Chriſt, © 


I 


Here lies a Sin I'll drop a Tear; | 


But views of ſaving Blood 
n only calm the Tempeſt here, 
And do my Conſcience good: 
lis thou alone, my Lord, canſt give 
This aking Heart Relief; 


hriſt's gentle Voice would make it live, * 


His Hand wipe off my Grief. 
II. 
hoſe falſly call'd the Sweets of Sin 

Are bitter unto me; 
loath the State that I am in, 
I come, I come, to thee: | #- 
Bur Oh! Wilt thou receive him now 
That's coming to thy Door? 
or can bring no Dowry, Lord, 
I come extreamly poor. 


. 


What if my Tears could make a Flood? 
My Righteouſneſs is Droſs; 
Thoſe Tears needs waſhing in thy Blood, 
Tho' wept upon the Croſs: 
have an Argument to plead, 
Which thou canſt not deny; | 
Thy Grace is free, and thou doſt give 
To Sinners, ſuch asT, 25 


IV. 
Thou doſt invite all wand'ring Souls, 
And I am one of thoſe; as 
Vith thee the Sick do find a Cure, 
The Weary find Repoſe: = 


Sap The World and Sin will evervex, 

Will trouble and moleſt; _ 

| But, I will truſt my Soul with Chriſt, 
To o bring to Heavens Reſt.” 


NV. The Sinners Recepi 
. 


_ others coſtly Offerin gs bring li li 
Unto my Lord moſt 4 Ai 
To big a Song of Praiſe F'l fing, + 
And Sacrifice a Tear: N V. 
This is my choiceſt Gift, I have | 
No better to impart ; 
When thou receiv dit me a. chen! 
Did offer up mine Heart. 


II. 


lam the Prodigat return d, 
And met upon à plain, x 
And thou the loving Father that 
Inxvitſt me home again: 
Thou didſt invite, and bring me home, 
My Study now fhall be 
Io furniſh and prepare a Room, 
VWbere F dwell luth. 
O . my Soul, and make it white, 


y Adorn it with ch Grace; 
{ To dwell with me do thou delight, 
Aud never hide thy Face: 
Who can but love ſo dear a Lord: 
Il make a daily Feaft ; | © os 
The daily Exercile of Grace l 
Shall entertain 3 n 


— 


IV. 

Jos - thee, Lord; and thou doft W 
How I adore thy Name; 

ely, my God, I would do ſo, 
Would. wear a loving Frame: 
ith thankfulneſs I will record 
Thy kindneſs all my Days, an 
lire upon, and to the Lord, 9 
e "IS 


V. The Sinners Almivatiog of Divine 
che 148th Plalm. 


JI. 


at Line cap fathom, Lord, 
Thy rich and wondrous Grace! I 


Even unto Death, 3 * 
And write a Song NY 
For * 9 0 ha 


Pell was my proper Hire, 

ho long was Satan's Slave, 

it fuel for that Fire, 

t God delights to ſave: „ 
Even unto Death, in ans tn 
= write Song 

or ev reath. 

UL _ e 
ile Prodigals may not 740-4 8 - Ne, | 
cceptance with thee fear T 
0 Sen was eer forgot, 
l botrels every Nr: 


e Saints in every Place. „ 


Bleſs God, my Soul, 0 
Euen unto Death, 
And write a Song 
For every Breath. 
My Sins were very high, 
I ſinking into Hell, 0 
Free Mercy then drew nigh 
And caught me as I fell: 
ME God, my Soul,“ 
unto Death, 
And write a Song, 
For every Breath. 
MEE 
Cherubs cannot expreſs bi 
Such Love, which ne'er decays; 
What can my Soul do leſs 
Than love him al! my Days. 
Bleſs God, my Soul, 
Even unto Death, 
IS And write a Song 
For every Breath. 


lo XVI. The Sls Thirſt. = 
| J's: my God for giving Grage, 
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1 Whoſe Bounty will augment my Store, 
nd as my Grace does thus advance, 

So, Lord, thy Praiſes ſhall be more. 

FW | 5 II. 8 5 

But furgy Hearts are barren Soil, 

| . Meer Nature can bear nothing good. 
But I fhall grow, the Holy Ghoſt  _ .- 

Waters me with 2 Sacred Flood. | 


. 4 


0 


III. Bell. 


— 


13 
WW. —_—_ 


bo — — — — 


e | 
thou to me as thou haſt been n 4 
to thy Choſen Vrael, 


Dew to keep my Branches green, h 
Fun to make my Bloſſoms 1mell. > i 
IV. = TR 
& who eſteems a trifling Joy 

ove the Beamings of thy Face, 

fers a Pebble to a Throne, 

tires in his heavenly Race 
Heaven-born Souls are thirſty ſtill, 
e me, repeat their Suits again 1 
m thy Garden, and intreat 9 I 


— 


y own Plantation may have Rain. N 
XVII. For Spiritual Protec ian. | 7 of | 


| I 


Have an Hoſt of Enemies N | 
Are ever breaking in ; | _ 
n, the World, the Fleſh, deviſe _ 
o ruin me by Sin: : 
ſt to God as my Defence 
\yainſt their Subtilties; . 
m all deſtructive Baits of Senſe 
Vilt thou reſtrain mine Eyes. | 
n d 


| II. | 
> ye combine againſt my Soul, 
make the Lord my Guard, 
d will your fiery Breath controul, 
Who will be my Reer-ward : 
F<never Dangers near approach, 
ord, be at Hand tome; | 


| And ns my Soul 1770 each Ahe 
e nearer unto thee. | oy 
0 kenp from Sin, Which brings 2 Frown, | 
| Ne Be Gracious to my Cry ; 
Let no Temptations caſt them down, 
That on thy Grace a” 4 
Why ſhould that Frame ſet up within 
Which thine own Hand did raiſe, 
Be ever broke or ſlur d by Sin? 
Why ſnouldſt thou iotz thy Praiſe? 


IV. 


Even 25 thy 8 thy Hand is large,, 
And fills each empty Space? . 
Remember that I am thy Charge; 6 
This Day conſult my Caſe: 
+ My Soul, my Frame Iwill commit 
To thee; © Holy Ghoſt! 
Thov art my Guardian, ind { truſt , - 
Thy Work ſhall not be loſt. 


XVII. Lamenting the Loſ; on F. vt Love. ; 
= ; 


2 That my Soul was now as Fair 
As it has ſometimes been, 
Devoid of that Diſtracting Care 

Without, and Guilt within: 

There was a Time when I could tread 
No Circle but of Love; 
That Joyous Mornin g now is fled, 

How heavily I move? 


; eig 


weg Soul, chat thou ſhould fore 1A 
Mo. Saviour to Opry, 3 * . 


hen hey — pleaſed: wich 10 coarls 
A Lodging in thy Het?! 
ow ſweetly Lenjoy' d my Ge 9 
With how Divine a Frame! - © ha. 3 
thought on every Plant I trod} N 
I read * Saviour 's Name. 1 


III. 


liv'd, I lov'd; T calk'd with thee, e 

So ſweetly we agreed, S NS, 

nd thou no Stranger waſt to me 

Till I became a Weed: : | 

The Tempt# robb'd me, and I muſt, = 

[ fear, be ever Poor, 27 ol 
| 


May this ſuffice, to rowPth' Duſt n 
Before thy Temple Door? YI 1 
5 1 IV. * . 12 W [ 
y deareſt Lord, my Heart flames not | 
With Love, that Sacred Fire; | 
ut fince my Love has wore that Blot, . 
Repentance runs the highers > _F 
) might thoſe Days return again, 1 
How welcome they ſhould be: 
hall my Petition bein avain A 
dince Grace is ever fre? „ 


7 | A 
ord of m Soul, return, return, 2 
To chaſe away this Night; * 


et not thine Anger ever burn, 
God once was my Delight. (ey 


NX. The CH. 
e | 
A H me! My Heart's the Seat of WE: | 
Two e there 8 
.C 


» Wi — 


f Satan has drawn his Forces up, | 

1 My God, my Strength, draw near: 

Ihe Fleſh and Spirit doth contend 

For this weak Soul of mine; 

Two Worlds in Competition ſtand, ; 
Lord, fave me, I am thine. | 


II. g 
The Soul upon the Wing of Faith 
Strews Triumphs in its Way, / 
But ſtrait a guilty Thought breaks in, 
And mingles Night with Day. 1 
| III. % 


My Evidences ſhould be clear, 
But Ah! The Bolts of Sin , 
Turn chearing Hopes to ſadning Fear, 
And make black Doubts within: 
The Laws of Sin and Grace will jar, 
Both dwelling in one Room; 
The Saints expect perpetual War, 
Till they are ſent for home. 


a | 


Altho theſe Combates make you fear, 
hey ſhould not caſt you down; 
Fl 

' 


God will give Grace tothold out here, N 
And Glory for its Crown. 


l XX. The 'Backſlider's Return. a 
HO am fallen from my God 
4 - Fil venture to draw nigh ; = © 


. - His Word aflures me He would not 

; Have any Sinner die: | 
Sinners may hope to ſee God's Face, 
Tho fallen ne er ſo low, 


If s 3 = Grace, 

"= * as they go. 
1. 

Who ſhames himſelf biden him dere, 
His Sin ſhal! be forgot; 

If Sinner's bluſh when they confeſs, 
That bluſhing hides their Spot : 

Ah Lord! I am aſham'd to come, 
Aſnam d with Thee to meet; 


I dare not look, but down I fall 
At thy moſt bleſſed Feet. 


OL 


Did ever any thus before, 
Thus baſely wrong thy Grace? 
Sure I'm more Vile than any one 
Of Lapſed Adam's Race : 
Here comes a Prodigal, Lord, hear, 
And anfwer at his Call, | 
1 beg for Jefus Sake, char thou 
Remember not my Fall. 


. 


Nothing I plead on my behalf, 
But yet thoy knoweft well, 
Bright Saints in Heav'n were once black: Aran 

Snatch d from a burning Hell. 
The Blood of Bulls thou askeft not, 
A Penitential Groan 


Shall be accepted, this I bring, 
And offer at ay Throne. 


C2 XX. 5 


— 
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XXI. The. Sinners Morning-Prayer + 8s the 
4 5 100 Plalm, ot 


N 
Food, who once more unſeal'd mine Eyes, 
FEE Shall have my choiceft Sacrifice 
My higheſt Thanks I humbly pay, 

For Mercies running Night and Day. 
5 | n 

O Lord, thy Pardon I implore, 

l And Grace, that I offend no more; 

| O let thy Goodneſs never ceaſe, 
Renew thy Covenant of Peace. 


e . 
As thou reneweſt ſtill my Days, 


> 3 


x aa WI ” 


Wich new Endearments Crown my Ways; 0 
Father, with me this Day abide, ] 
Be thou my Leader and my Guide, IN 
; —} W. 4; I 
That I may plainly ſee and know 
Ihe very Path where I ſhould go, ( 
aud may at Night rejoycing ſay, _ = 5. 
My God was kind to me this Day. Þ 
bl. - Thoſe Graces that I want, ſupply, 
And keep me with a tender Eye; I 
Let my Corruptions more and more \ 
Loſe of the Ground they had before. 1 
r * 
By Faich, dear Saviour, I would live, 
And like the fruitful Lilly thrive : E 
{'  Fhefruicful Chriſtian, honours God, \ 
And ſhews his Paſtures to be good. 1 P 


Penitential gs 
VII. 

Gite me my Claim to Heaven clear, 

Thy conſtant Grace to perſevere ; 


Whilſt here on Earth, be thou my Guard, 
And at the laſt my great Reward. 


es, 


＋ 4 
XXII. The Sinner Evening Prayer; ; * the © 
100 Plalm. 
1. 5} 
Lord, behold a wretched One, 


That flings himſelf before thy e I 
By Practice ſinful, and by Birth, | . 
Lord, viler, viler than the Earth! SF 0 


Ws 


O let thy Chriſt, my Jeſus be, 

To ſave from Sin and Miſer % 4111132501 181 
My Soul beneath thy Feet lay, 22 

renting Pardon for this Day. 


1 


God made his World nd d me in, 
And I brought mine, my World of Sinn; | 
Behold thoſe Sins, not as a p- 
To mark, or as a Judge to try ; 


IV. 
But as Phyſician to the Poor, 
Who brings a Balſam for the Sore. | 
Abſolve, renew me by thy Grace, 
Fir me for Death, which comes APACE: 


Ss 
2 — bee V. 
Encircle me within thine Arm, 
My Body to defend from harm; 
Preſerve my wandring Soul from Sin, 
4 eth; going Out, and coming in. 


* 


\ 


» 
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— — Won re en Cl 7 
Pe Cries 
s Penitentidl Cries: 
| 8 * FA g 6 ; d 
3 : 


EKeep far from me a careleſs Heart, 
| From which my Saviour would depart ; 
O bleſs and proſper all my Ways, 
That they may iſſue in thy Praiſe. 


XXIII. A Cry for Improvement of Talents. 
_ L 
Am a Tree that God hath ſet, | 
f Which He expedts ſhould grow ; 
Me muſt allow that Hand to Reap, 
{  _ Which was at coſt to Sow. 
5 =: h 
If thou expecteſt from my Flock 
Or from my Tillage Bread, x 
Then help me to improve my Stock, 
Let not thy Grace lie dead. 
FThoſe Talenes that che Maſters lend, 
7 - The Servants muſt improve. 
Thine Aid, O my great Maſter! Send, I 
i To help me from Above : : 


RS, 


i -Since thou didſt buy me when a Slave, | 1 
Shall I not now be true? 

Il uſe the Power that I have, 
Dear Saints, for God and you. 
With Riches give a liberal Heart, 
That ſo 1 may reſtore 
Again, and pay the Tythes unto 
Thy Deputies, the Poor: 
That Honour thou doſt ſhine on me, 
Þ! Shall honour thee always 
Mx leſſer Talents joyn to pax 


* Penitent ial Cries, , 3 31 
hate er is mine, it firſt was thine, 
And thine ſhall ever be; 
u my Enjoyments ſhall combine 
Jo raiſe ay ages hee: 
My Parts, my 'Time, my every thing 
„ wholly thine I own, l 
Accept the Muſick from each String 
Preſented at thy Throne. 


XXIV. 4A Cry before the Sacrament. 
| Pa 5. - ol 
O Day the Lord of Hoſts invites | 
Unto a coſtly Feaſt ; 

O what a Priviledge is this, 

To be my Saviour's Gueſt ! _ | | 

| | 1 — 
All they that fit down with him muſt, 2» 
Be decked with his Grace; 2 | 


He ſmiles on ſuch Communicants, | | 
And they behold his Face. - 

| 

| 


III. 
But who, and what am I? O Lord! © —_ 
Unholy and unmeet ws +4 
To come within thy Doors, or to 3 
Waſh thy — Feet. | 7 


Come, Holy Spirit, come and take 
My filthy Garments hence: 

The Guilt, the Stain, the Love of Sin, 
Will give my Lord offence. 


Remember not my Sins, O Lord 

| Which ever load my Mind; 
Thy Son did die for ſuch as I, i 
That I might Mercy fin. 


; een Penttential ries. 
1 oi . 1 
Worldly Diſtractions ſtay behind, 
Below che Mount abide; 


Be no. Diſturbance to my Mind, 
Nor make my Saviour Chide. | 


VII. 
Let nothing that is not Divine 40 
Within thy Preſence-move; uns 
Whate'er would cauſe chee not to ſhine. 


In Tokens of thy Love. 7" W. 


VIII 1 
Whilſt chou doſt at thy Table ſit, 1 
Send out thy Spirit to breathe WR. 
| Upon. my Soul, to ſummon forth ws 3 
My Graces from beneath. WV 
I | | 

Awake Repentance, Faith, and Love, 

_ Awake, O every Grace; 
Come, come, attend this glorious King, 
- And bow before his Face. 


| X. 

O come, my Lord, the Time draws —_ 1 
That I am to receive, | | 
Stand with my Pardon ſealed * 

ende me to believe. 


— 6 XI. : 0 


Let not my Jeſus now be ſtrange, | | 
Nor hide himſelf from me; c 


O cauſe thy, Face to ſhine upon "3-24 | 
The Soul that longs for thee. 


XII. = 
0 ler our Entertainment now | 4 0 
Be fo exceeding, ſweet, 1 l 
That we may long to come again, = 


And at thy Tabie mect. II 11 


Pentiential Cries. ” be. - 


% q 
S.” Ko 
|? J 4 
XX \ * 


Heſertin. 
| MI Lord, I onde could ſing, 
But now I fear to ſay | 
IMy God, I only cry my King, 7 
Of Force I muſt obey: : 11 
Ir veforfeited that Bleſſed Gueſt, | 
That Joy that ſometimes ſhone 
Wichin this dark unhallow'd Breaſt ; * 
O whither is it gone? * 
| . 
In infinite Compaſſion, Lord, 
-To my Complaint give ear; | 
Vhole Troops of Sorrow bear me down, 
O when wilt thou appear? 
&emember, Lord, what I am ſtyTd ; 
Tho' under Darkneſs great; 
ho' under Darkneſs, ſtill thy Child, 
My Heart is ftill thy Seat. 


III. 


My King, thou doſt poſſeſs that Throne, 
Thou doſt that Scepter Sway; | 
is thine ſtill, Lord, tis thine alone, 
I hate the Sinners Way: _ — 2 
ord, when thou ſeeſt me come to Pray, 
Bow down a Gracious Ear TEL 
o anſwer; if my Lord delay, 
One darkſome Day's a Lear. 


| IV. , 
se ſhine upon a Soul fo vile. 
Would magnify thy Grace / + 
"Mong for nothing but a Smile 


From my Dear Sayiour's Face; 


F — | — N 
| 34 Penitential Cries, 

I will no more my Lord provoke, 

Or cauſe thee to withdraw, 

= Thy former Frowns have made me wiſe „ 
| To Fear, and ſtand. in Awe. 
* 
= My reſtleſs Soul will ne'er give 0 er, 
}-> Until thy Bowels move; 


III not be driven from thy Door 
Till thou ſhalt ſay, I love. 


XXVI. For the Succeſs 3 fra the Go 3 as the 100 1 
| Ws: Lord, ſhall "tl and Gentile raiſe 
K £ Harmonious Conſorts to thy Praiſe ; 


The Joys of this united Quire 
Will tune our praiſing Voices higher. 


II. 

B ben with Grief, thy Watchmen call 
To God from Salem's broken Wall, 
Alas! The Dews of Grace diſtill, 
So thin on thirſty — 45 Hill, 
h Thy Saints complain that 5 are few, 
Make Converts fall as Morning-Dew, 
Owning that Jacob's Tents are fair, 
Own Piſgab for * . Air. 
Our Watchmen, Lord, rejoyce to bleG, 
Smile in a ſeven- fold Succefs; 5 
O may thy Gracious Kingdom come, 
And Souls as Er Doves fly home. 
Now Sion's Poor ſhall all be fed, 

|. Here God ſupplies her Poor with Bread ; 


7" 


Pexritential Cries. 2 
The let the Saints disband all Strife, 
a Arm in Arm the Parh of Life. © 


XXVII. For 4 * 
I. 


A Mong the Favs let every Tribe 
Turn to their Ancient Lord, 

ll Glory to his Name aſcribe, 

With Joy receive his Word. 

t Few — Gentile Worlds agree 8 

Thy glorious Name to raiſe, 

hen they the Path to Heaven ſee, 

They il come with Songs of Praiſe. 


6 II. 


; Pckat the Lord would conquer thoſs 
That do reſiſt his Hand; 

) cauſe that all thy Churches Foes 

May yield to thy Command. 

y Churches, Lord, beyond the Seas 

Are graven on our "Hearts, 
zower down thy Grace on them and theſe, 
Let neither lole their fam 


III. 


et thoſe that an be found, 
Whilſt che Deſpiſers fall, 
| thoſe that — the Goſpel Sound, 
May anſwer to its Call. 
I Saints complain that chey are few, 
They make too mean a Quire 
t Converts fall like Morning Dew, 
Thy FO will riſe che higher. 


IV. 
gon thy Goſpel fress 
eviſed Drels, 2 


100 


From a 


mY 36 Penitential Cries, 


- owe 
And let thy Goodnefs which does ſhine * wel Dr 
In H-*—neer be leſs. Jour 
Let thoſe whom thou haſt known of Old 1 
Be quickly called Home, | 
Even all thy Sheep within this Fold, 
Compel them, Lord, to como. 


. 
Build 1 up thine own, who wait till thou 
Doſt their Corruptions kill; | Poke 
Breathe on our Souls, advance our Grace, Mc 
Lord, higher, higher ſtill. Mot 
Our Paſtor, whom thou doſt appoint But 
To keep our Vineyards, bleſs Lake 
Wich Saving- Grace thy ſweeteſt Smiles, Th. 
And with a fair Succeſs, dee} 
VI | Eve 
Of thy ſweet Preſence grant us more; 
Much more our Souls deſire, 
Until we ſing on Sions Hill, | | 
Wich that Seraphick Quire. - 
XXVII. Another for a ſoft Heart, Ft 
3 J. rely 7 
| Hat Heart is harder than a Stone \ Tha 
That riſes up to play, Mme, 
And neer with Sorrow thinks upon And 


Ihe Sins of Yeſterday , - | 
The laſt Night's Failures well might make, | 
| It they were duly ſcann'd, 
. Each Rock, each Sinner Heart to ake, 
For daints are daily Tann d. 


H. 
; Ab, Lord! Thou ſeeſt my frozen Heart, 
„How Little, Little Eove! 1 


— — 


Pee Crs. | 37 


owe thee All, ſcarce pay thee Part > x 
Drop ſoftneſs from Above. Sorts. 


III. \ 


thou with-hold a little ſpace, 
With-hold not very long; 

-nd down the melting Dews of Grace, 
Tl ſend thee up a Song, f 


IV. 


lake my Heart ſofter, ſofter ſtill, yy.” 
Me like thy Mourning Dove; 
Mourn, becauſe I cannot Mourn, 
But, Lord, thou know'ſt I Love: 
lake my Heart ſofter, ſofter ſtill, 
That by thy Gracious Hand 
deep impreſſion may be made, 
Even from the leaſt Command. 


— 
% x 
= . 


XXIX. Againſt Unbelief. 
I. 


A Soul that burden d with the weight 
Of Sin that on him lies, 

uſt go to Golgotha, then ask, 

For' whom that Saviour dies ? 

rely, for Sinners, ſuch as J, 

That Precious Blood was ſpilt; 

dme, poor defiled Souls, O come, 

And waſh away your Guitc. 


II. 


hen Jeſus calls, ſhall Sinners fear? 
ITho' thou waſt Satan's Slave, 
e Saviour's Voice ſhould ever cheer, 
Whoſe Errand was to ſave; 
Ponce appear'd to Magdalen, 
When blinded with her Tears, 


Io lead on 


O may my conſtant Aims be ſtrait, 


others to bekeve, 
And caſt away their Fears. 


£3 | III. 
My Sins are grown ſo high that 
8 a {:cond Flood; try 
Behold the Deluge, Chriſt is come 
Jo drown them in his Blood: 
My Work is to believe on him, 
| By Faith his Blood apply ; | 
When Faith takes out the hery Sting, 
The Sinner ſhall not die. 


Lord, Satan fays my Sins are high, 

And fpread before thy Face ; ) ha 
Vt Heights indeed, but what are theſe 
— Unto the Heights of Grace? 


XXX. For Univerſal Obedience A 
| I 


F ORD, thou haſt planted me à Vine . 
3 In fertile Soil and Air, 
No tend and water me as thine, 
Make me thy daily Care: | 
My Chriſt, I'm wholly thine, direct y 
My wandering in the Dark: 


78 


Thine Honour be my Mark. M) 
II. $4 * 


I have obſerv d thy Sacred Laws 


To be exceeding wide, 


Let me not from the leaſt of them - 1 
Turn wilfully aſide : 1 | 
Lord, let thy Word and Spirit guide don 


Thy Servant in coy⁰ Way; 


May I walk cloſely with my God, | 
d run no more aſtray, 


III 


Shall Simon bear thy Croſs alone, 
And other Saints be free? 

ach Saint of thine ſhall find his own, 
And there is one for me: 

hene'er it falls unto my Lot, 

Let it not drive me from 

y Gog, let me be ne er forgot 

Till thou haſt lov'd me home. 


IV 


) happy Chriſtians be not loth 
To have a coarſer Fare; 
aints that have had no Table-cloth — 
Had Chriſt at Dinner there; 
o do or ſuffer I am pleas d, 
So long as Chriſt ſtands by; 9 
upport me with thy conſtant Aid. 
Leſt all thy Graces die. Gn. 


V. 


y Way is to the Upright Strength ; 
Lord, make it ſo to me, | 
hat never tiring with the length, 

My Soul may reach to thee. 


XXI. The Sinners Cry for Quickning Grace, 
a — 


HE Spouſe ſought her Beloved One, 
But ſought him on her Bed; 

dom ſuch Seekers ſpeed with God; 

IJCold Pray ers are counted dead. 


 Pentential Cries. * 39 | 


* 


nens. 


3 ow tos I. 


P T7 hy a enjoy a lively Frame, 
Kun cheerfully to God, 


N 


Whilſt I'm a lifeleſs Clo. 
Ah, Lord, ſhall it be ever thus? 
Have I no Wings for thee ? 
It grieves me to go bowed down, 
Whilſt other Chriſtians flee. 


III. 


None can remedy this but thou; 
Drop down the Oyl of Love, 

My Soul then like Aminadab, 

Wich ſwift Delight will move: 


Remove this drowſy Frame, | 
Then ſhall the Fire of Love within 
Break out into a Flame. 


IV. 
Come, come to me, O come and ſet, 
My Soul upon the Wing ; 
When I upon the Mountain get 
In praiſe my heav'nly King: 
No more delays, O come and blow, 
| Stir up thy Grace begun ; 
When thou doſt breathe thy Spices flow, 
| 1 Work goes kindly on. 


no: 


Las, my God, that we ſhou'd be 


Such Strangers to each other! 
O chat as Friends we might agree, 
And walk, and talk e, 4 


N , '% | 


Their Heav'nly Praiſes ſhew the ſame 


O come to me with quick ning Grace, 


ö a XXXII. For Communion with God. 


Thou know'ſt my Soul does dearly love 

The Place of thine Abode; 

No Muſick drops fo ſweet a Sound 
As Theſe Two Words, My God. 


II. 


II long not for the Fruit that grows 
Within theſe Gardens here ; 

I find no ſweetneſs in their Roſe 

When Jeſus is not near: 

Thy gracious Preſence, O my Chriſt, 
Can make a Paradile ; . 

Ah what are all the goodly Pearls 
Unto this Pearl of Price 


III. 


May I taſte that Communion, Lord, 
Thy People have with thee 2. 

Thy Spirit daily talks with them, 
O ler it talk with me: 

Like Enoch, let me walk with God, - 
And thus walk out my Day, 

Attended with the Heav'nly Guards 

Upon my King's Highway. 

/ | IV. 

When wilt thou come unto me, Lord? 
O come, my Lord moſt dear, 

Come near, come nearer, nearer ſtill ; 
Pm well when thou art near : 

When wilt thou come unto me Lord ? 
I languiſh for thy Sight; | 

Ten Thouſand Suns, if thou art ſtrange, 
Are Shades inſtead of Light. 1 55 


| V. 
| When wilt thou come unto me, Lord? 
For till thou doſt apps; 


* 


* ena (rie. 


I count each Moment for a Day, 
| Each Minute tor a Lear: : 
Come, Lord, and never from me go, 
This World's a darkſome Place; 
I find no Pleaſure here below, 
When thou doſt veil thy Face. 


VI. 


There's no ſuch thing as Pleaſure here, 
My Jeſus is my Al; 
Ass thou doſt ſhine, or diſappear, 
My Pleaſures riſe or fall: 
Come ſpread thy Savour on my Frame, 
| No Sweetneſs is ſo ſweet ; 
Till I get up to ſing thy Name, 
Where al thy Singers meer. 


XXXIII. Departure. 


; T. 
I Had a Lord, but Ah he's gone, 
I And leſt my troubled Soul alone: 
Him Ipurſue with begging Eyes; 
Alas, he diſregards my Crics. 
5 a 
Ibid my Sighs my Griefs declare, 
e counts my Sighs for empty Air; 
So like a wither'd Flower I mourn, 
Nor can look up till he return. 
3 8 
O thou low d Object of my Soul, 
Thou my Phyſician make me whole; 
Thoſe whom thy Abſence makes to grieve, 
- Thy Preſence only can relieye; 8 


3 „ . S 


Sure Sin's the Cauſe, Fo tho' it be, 
Thou pitieſt Sinners, pity me; 

Lord, I have read thy Blood was ſpilt 
To waſh away the Sinner's Guilt. 


V. 


If every Sin was Guilt of Blood, 

And I mark'd out for Vengeance ſtood, 
Id run and to the Saviour kneel ; 

The Saviour knows what Sinners fed. 


VI. 


My ritying Friends would yield Content 
To me thus loſt in Baniſhment; 

None but my Lord can eaſe my Pain, 
All other Helpers help in vain. 


XXXIV. Lord 5-Day ; «:Plalm 109. 


| 


Hou ſpread'ſt a Weekly Table, Link | 
Where Souls may Banquet on thy Wordy 

Whilſt Means in plenty we enjoy, 
Let not our Souls be parch'd and dry. 


II. 


We wait here at Betheſdas Pool, 

Thoſe Waters which refreſh and ooõοl!;! i 
We wit whoſe Souls are ſcorch'd with „ | 
O come, dear Saviour help us in. 8 


III. 


Thy Power and thy Grace diſplay, 
Be thou amongſt us on thy Day, 
That Sinners may obſerve thy Call, 
Aud neee Converts to thee fall. 2 
| Dz3 IV. I 


Pl ST 'S £ s 
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- VI. | 
That thoſe who do thy Footſteps trace, 


- May find all Sweetneſs in thy Grace; # AM 

O may they never more complain, 1 

That they have ſought their God in vain. . 

Thy People at thy Footſtool lie, \ 
Behold us with a gracious Eye ; 

O let our Souls with Jelus meet, / 

Our Tellowſhip with him be ſweet. . 

N 

Among thy People here am I, 6 

Lord, let me not be paſſed bj; 

May this poor Soul with Triumph ſay, 

Tove ſeen my deareſt Lord to Day. 

3 VIE." 

| 


T fit wichin thy Temple Shade, 

O let thy Preſence make me glad; 
Love me, my Lord, or elſe I die, 
Thy love alone can fatisfie. 


XXXV. Death of Saints. 
MI Life's a Sigh, a Groan, a Cry, 
Locks up, and then begins to die; 
Death ſteals upon us whilſt we're Green, 


Behind us digs a Grave unſcen. 3246622 1h 
SACHS 1 og 
But Oh how free a Mercy's this. 
That Death's a Portal into Bliſs! nin 


8 i e 
While yer the Body s ſcarce undreſt, . 
The Soul is flipt into its Reſt ! heres 1. 


Penitential Cries. 
N 


My Soul! Death ſwallows up thy Fears, 

Thy Grave-cloaths dry off all thy Tears; 
Why ſhould we fear this parting Pain, 
Who die that we may live again: 


IV. 


Who walk below in Light and Love, 
Are ſure to live with Cſiriſt above 
A Boſom Heaven will afford, 

Jo thoſe that live unto the Lord. 


V 


O how the Reſurrection Light, 

Will clarify Believers Sight ! 

How joyful will the Saints ariſe, 

And rub the Duſt from off their Eyes ; 
My Soul, my Body I Will truſt | 
With him who numbers every Duit; 
My Saviour faithfully will keep 

His own, and Death is but a Sleep. 


. Another. 
x J. 


Eath ſteals upon us unawares, 
And digs a Grave unſeen, i 
Whilſt we Diſpute, are fall of Cares, 
What may be, what has been 
Shall I be bent on Vanity, 
And Rottennets to truſt, e 
Till Death ſhall lay his Hands on mne. i 
And crumble me to Duſt? | 


Il. —— 
| | 4 p a & a 2. 
What if my Sun ſhouid ſet at Noon? 
If Death ſhould call ta Day, 


> 


4 -.”. Penttential Cries. _ 
Canſt thou, my Soul go off ſo ſoon ? 

_ _ Haft thou no Scores to pay? 

*  - Behold my Sands, how quick they fall, 


| 
| 

Hao near Iam my Goal; 
| 
| 
N 


Let not my Body be undreſs d, 
Till thon haſt dreſs'd my Soul. 


| III. 
That at the Trumpets found I may 
| Spring from my duſty Bed: 
| Rejoycing at the Voice that calls, 
Ariſe, come forth, ye Dead. 

Lord, give me Patience if I lie 

| Upon a Dying-Bed, 
O let my Saviour ſtanding by, 
+ Support my weary Head. 

Support my weak and tott'ring Faith 
3 Unit Alma Fears annoy; N 
My Jeſus be my ſweet Defence, 
My Jeſus be my Joy. 

- Bleſt Advocate do thou not fail 

At this time to appear, 
O let my ſhaken Faith prevail, 
My Evidence be OO: L 

My Soul in thy ſweet Hands I cruſt, 
No can I ſweetly ſleep. 
| My Body falling to the Duſt. 
I leave withthee to keep. 


[a 
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VII. Pſalm 63. 8. My Soul fellows Bard afit 


Pp thee. 


*% 


| XA Y God, my God, my Light my Love, 
1 Mine All in All to me. 
” . — o 11 5 181 &: "er * 


k 
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( 


, FPenutential Cries.” 
Wilt thou a gracious Father prove 
To Souls that hang on thee : 

- WOE” ao | 
My God, my God, my Light, my Love, 
"For thee'l thirſt alone ; A FIT: 


The ſweeteſt Waters upon Earth, 
My Soul accounts as none. 


| III. 
My God, Go. 
Mine onely, onely Friend, 
I ſeek, I long, I look for thee, 
Why. wilt thou not attend ? 
2 5 
My God, Cc. I 
O whither art thou gone ? 
Either be near unto me here, 


Or lift me to thy Throne. 


My God, Cc. 
Canſt thou that Soul forſake , 

That follows thee wich reſtleſs Cries, 

_ Longing to overtake ? - 

VI. > I 

My God, &c. 2 2 

Thy Child intreats thy Stay, «1 
Father, ſhall not thy Bowels move? 
Oturn, and look this way,  « 


; VII. 


My God, Oc. . | 

Come, come, with me abide; +» 

Rejoyce me with thy Preſence, Lord, | 

.  * Tknaw no Joy beſide:  _ ESD Ho 
TE IS Da III 


_—_ TI ; 
wy God, 1 85 


Hear thou my mournful Cry: 
He hears, he hears me from : above, 
He wil not ſee me die. 


Fes.” 


n 
be. 
| 


— 86. Done ly Mr. J. M. 


I. 


Ear, hear me, LORD, fr I am Pace, 
| And ſeek Salvation at thy Door ; 
Bow down thy gentle Ear to me, 

Who am oppgels d with Miſery. 


_ 7 II. 
Save me, my God, for I am thine, 
| Thy Touch hath made my Heart Divine; 
Save me, my God, to whom I flee, 
| Who have none ether 2 but thee. : 
| Let Mercy. come from God on High, 
The Object of my daily Cry ; 
{1 gaily knock. I daily wait 
För Mercy's Alms, at Ny s Gate. 


| IV. 


| God of alt" Comfort, Give a Dole 
Of Comfort to thy Servant's Soul: 
Por this my Soul doth bend her Knee, 
n ſtretc her craving Hands to thee. 


© 
{ V. 


Thou, "HER art Good, and thou dot ftand 
With fealed Pardons in thy Hand; 
h how the Dews of Merc fall, 

9d * at thy ded All | 55 


Pentiential Cries: 
| VI.. 


ſt ne'er was writ, here lyeth One 
yd at the Foot of Mercy's Throne; 

ord, hearken to my humble Cries, 

nd let them ſound above the Skies. 


PART II. 
I. 


Have a God, to whom I may 
Reſort with Freedom any Day ; 
| ſeek him when I am in Pain, 
n ſure to hear from him again. 
A 


d when my Soul ſhall unde ſtand 
he Comfort of his Curing Hand, 
en ſhall I ſing, O happy Rod, 
at brought me nearer co my God. 


- III. 

Hat are thoſe Gods whom Folly feigns, 
oſe Creatures of diſtzmper'd Brains? - . 
nat are thoſe Dunghill Gods before 5 
e Mighty God whom I adore 2 Bs 


. IV. 


King of Nations, Lord of All. 
ore thee ſhall all Nations fall, . 
d every Language ſhall confeſs 
y glorious Everlaſtingneſs. 

* . 4 

chou art Great beyond Compare, 

y Works amazing Wonders are; 
God alone all Glory be, 
ere is none other God but He. 


4 


4 " 


50 Penitential Cries. 


Tord, guide me in thy ſecret Way, 
With ſuch a Guide I ſhall not ſtray ; 


They mark me, for their common Foe, 
An&joynely Plot my Overthrow ; - 


Unite my Heart to fear thy Name. 


My Comfort is their Mtlery. 


VL. 


Bring me into an Heavenly Frame, 


VII. 


My Lord, my God, my Heart ſhall Praiſe 
And Glorify thee all my Days; 

Thy Mercy to me doth excel, 

Jama Brand ſnatch'd out of Hell. 


PAxT IL 


T HE Sons of Pride againſt me riſe, 
Fierce Atheiſts are mine Enemies; 
They fear not God, they love not me, 


II. 


Put thou, my Lord, doſt take my Part, 


1 hou, Lord, a God of Bowels art. 
n 5 III. 


: Thou art moſt ſwift to Acts of Grace, Y 


But unto Wrath of floweſt Pace; 


Thy Mercy and thy Truth abound, 
This is Faith's everlaſting Ground. 


We 
Whilſt God 2 Nlerciſul and True, 
J am both Safe and Happy too; 
J cannot fall, who lean upon 
The Pillars of the higheſt Throne. 


Pentiential Gries. 
V. | 


) leave me not, who follow Thee, 3 
et Mercy look on Miſery; N 
ave, Lord, for thee I do adore, 

did my Mother heretofore. 


VL 


ave, Lord, one Born within thy Houſe, 
Child of Prayers, and Tears, and Vows; 
line Eyes expect ſome happy Sign, . 

ſo tell my Soul that thou art mine. 


VII. 


Ne with Salvations Walls incloſe, 
lo the Confuſion of my Foes, 
That they with bluſhing may confeſs, 
Ve cannot Curſe whom God doth Bleſs; 


"VIE *: AER | 
e cannot catch, whom God will have; | 
We cannot hurt, whom God will fave; | We. 
Ne cannot touch his ſmalleſt Limb; 24 


Ve Curſe ourſelves, in Curſing him. CER 


mmm 
nme. 
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| every Age and State of their Life; and obtain both Temporal 

nd Eternal Bleſſedneſs. Written by Corton Mather. | 

_ The Conforming Work of Religion, and its great Thingy 
made plain by their primary Evidences and Demonſtre« 

Bl tions ; whereby the meaneſt in the Church may ſoon be 
made able to render a rational Account of their Faith. 

ea England's Alarm: Being an Account of God's moſt confi» 
derable Diſpenſations of Judgment and Mercy towards 
theſe Kingdows, for Fourteen Years laſt paſt; and alſo of 

Golf the ſeveral ſorts of Sins and Sinners therein; eſpecially 

che Murmurers againſt this Preſent Government. With 
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d u courſe of his Life, 3. Particular Advices for the well 
managing of every day with reference to his Natural AG. 
ions, Civil Employments, Neceſſary Recreations, Religi- 
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an 
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Poetical Fragments: Heart employment with God and it Wth 
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gainſt he Holy Ghoſt, and how God is ſaid to will thy 
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6. A Funeral Sermon for Mrs. Eſther Sampſon, late Wi 
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Wallis, Dr. Shewlock, Dr. Cudworth, &c. Together with-_ by 
certain Letters (hitherto unpubliſhed) formerly written to 
+ the Reverend Dr. Wallis on the fame ſubſect. Theſe Eight 3 
. publiſhed by Mr. 7% Howe, Miniſter of the Goſpel. | 
WM The Principles of the Chriſtian Religion comprehended 
Jin a Short Catechiſm, drawn forth into Diſtin& Propoſi- 
i (tions, and proved by Plain and Pertinent Texts of Scrip- 
ture at large, wherein the Creed, Lord's Prayer and Jen 
41 Commandments, are Explained, with ſhort Rules of Vi- 
rection to Maſters of Families how to uſe this Book to the 
to beſt Advantage. By Thomas Lye, M. A. 
he A moſt Familiar Explanation of the Aﬀemblies Catechiſm, 
re Mwherein thęir larger Anſwers are broken into leſſer Parcels, 
chereby to let in the Light by Degrees into the Minds of 
eiche Learners: To which is added in the Cloſe, a moſt 
brief Help for the Neceſſary, but much Negle&ed Duty 
ly Wof Self Examination. By Joſeph Allein, late Miniſter. - 
tell An Explanation of the Aſſemblies ſhorter Catechiſm.” - ' 
ul The Young Man's Inſtructor, and Old Man's Remem- 
Wrancer ; wherein ſeveral Erroneous Dotrinesof Quak- 
lo. Mrs, Socinians Arminians ; Antinomians and Papiſts, are 
Propounded and cenfuted : Together with the Praftical 
W. e of the Truth confirmed, fitted to the Capacity 
ff the Meaneſt. By Thomas Doolittle. 
The Chriſtians Race and Patience Deſcribed, Urged, and 
ncouraged, in ſeveral Sermong from Hebrews the 1 2th, the 
irſt Part. By Mathew Sylveſter. | 
A Practical Expoſition on the whole Fifty Third Chaprer _ 
f 1/2iah; containing a. lively Proſpect of the bitter Suffe= __-- 
Mings and Agonies ofour Lord and Saviour Jeſus Chriſt, in 
Wrder to accompliſh the Work of Man's Redemption: 
ith the Glories and Benefits thence reſulting to himſelf, 
nd all true Believers, fly applicable ro Sacramental Oc- 
ſons. By the late Reverend Divine Themas Mhnton, D. D. 
Sacramental Diſcourſes on ſeveral Texts, before and 
Vi er the Lord's Supper; with a Paraphraſe on the Lord's 
Se rayer. In Two Parts. By John Shower. 
Sl 1 wo Treatiſes from Philip. 1. 23. and Rev. 20. 11, 12. 
. T en PrafticalDiſcourſes onfſeveralSubje&s: Lately Pub- 
i bed, by Nach. Parkhurſt, M. A. Vicar of Toxford in Sul. 
be Living Temple : Or, A deſigned Improvement off, 
ust Notion, that a good Man is the Temple of God. Part 
e Fixſt, concerning God's Exiſtence, and his Converſt-- 
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„ * Goa's Temple among Men. By John Howe, M. A. forme. 
> Iy Fellow of Magdalen = Oxon. 
3 D Selb Hedicatibi. Ditcouric 


„ nal and Practical, by Plainneſs and Brevity ſitted to th 
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— with Man. Againſt Atheiſm: Or, The Epicurey 
be Livipg Temple. part the · Second, containing An, 
madverſions on Hinoſa, and a French Writer N to 
„ confute him; with a Recapitulation of the Reſtitution 
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OI of a Perſon of Honour, for a great Deliverancy 


Jehn Howe, M. A. 
A Paraphraie on the New Teſtament with Notes Do{ti. 
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uſe of Religious Families in their Daily Reading of the 
Seriptures; and of the Younger and Poorer Sort of Schy. 
lars and Miniſters who want tuller Helps. By the Rev. 
rend Mr, Richard Paxter. 

AI reatiſe ofthe Soul of Man, wherein the Divine Ori. 
ginal, Excellent and Immortal Nature of the Soul are 9. 
pen'd; its Love to the Body, with its Neceſſity of Sepan. 
tioa from it, conſidered and improved, &c. Recommen!. 
ed as uſeful tor Families, and a ſuitable Gift at Funeril 
— ar Havel, late Miniſter at Dartmouth in Devon Tu 

1TLON. v | 

A Diſcourſe of Angels, their Nature and Office, or Mit 
ftry ; wherein is ſhewed what excellet Creatures they ar: 
and that thcy are the Prime Inſtrument of God's Proj 
gence, and are imployed about Kingdoms, and Church 
and Single Perſons; and that under Jeſus Chriſt, who is 
Head of Angels as well as Men; and by whoſe Procureme | 
Angels are Miniſtring Spirits for ſinful Men. In Quart. 

Meditations on ſome Paſſages of the Life Sufferings, aÞ 
Death, of the Son of God. By a Gentleman. F 

The Fountain of Life open'd : Or, A Diſplay.of Chi 
in his Eſſential, Mediatorial, Glory; containing For 
two Sermoas on various Texts. Wherein the Inrerpre 
tion of our Redemption by Jeſus Chriſt is orderly unto. 
ed, as it was begun, carried on, and finiſhed, by his Co 
nant Tranſaction, Myſterious Incarnation, Solemn C 
and Dedication, Bleiſſed Offices, Deep Abaſement, 
Supereminent Advancement. 


